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PREFACE. 



Considering the undoubted brilliancy and beauty 
of Calderon's poetry, the pre-eminence which he holds 
in the dramatic literature of his own country, and the 
conspicuous position which must ever be assigned to him 
in the general literary history of Europe, it appears sin- 
gular that, up to the announcement of the present workj 
no attempt at anything like a complete or adequate 
reproduction into imitative English verse of even one 
of his remarkable dramas should have been made. This 
deficiency seems the more remarkable from the number 
of writers, many of them apparently fully competent 
to supply the omission, who have from time to time 
enriched the periodical literature of the empire during 
the last thirty years, with occasional papers on the 
subject. The grace and beauty with which detached 
paasages in several of those essays are rendered from 
the original, make one regret that there was not enthu- 
siasm for the labour equal to the ability to execute it ; 
and that to the capacity of appreciating what was 
beautiful in the ideal region they undertook to survey, 
there was added the conscientious examination of the 
kflB inviting, but not the less characteristic features of 

the landscape. 

I 




the haw. ^w at wnrndm^ the aceimtzes^ <d dfear 

tbow ticfratiui ngdoiii^ In s wnriy I bsTe 
to cuente mj wM-impfiited tadL honeadr^ 
timiflijy smd mnedj, fiopin^ that I hsve uys 
B»i»h 'inlU'l dm firigiitiuwi of die angim 
w^MPthj t4 lU wMhtiW^ ftiui tnutiiig that I mmj 
without moish <»Miif» in th« lustre tiiat : 
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in those passages, in spite of the possible obscuration of 
my rendering, I have been equally scrupulous in pre- 
serring what may be considered his defects. I have not 
attempted to expedite the action where it appeared to 
move too slowly, or to exclude the pleasantries of the 
gnmoeoy when they seemed forced and out of place. 
As I have endeavoured to be faithful to the spirit of my 
original, so have I been scrupulous in adhering to its 
form. Of every species of versification used by Calderon, 
that seemed capable of being reproduced in English 
with a sensible harmonious effect, I have thought it my 
duty to attempt the imitation, and I have, therefore, 
copied all of them but one^ namely, the assonant or 
vowel rhyme. If this truly Castilian measure, which 
even in the original Spanish is scarcely perceptible to 
our northern ears, had any higher value in English 
than as a mere proof of verbal or literal dexterity, 
only to be detected by the eye, I would have been 
induced to try and carry out my idea of the closeness 
which should exist between the translation and the 
original to that extent also. The attempt (within 
certain limits, to be sure*) has been found to be prac- 
ticable, but the continuance of the same assonance 
through an entire scene, or even act, as is sometimes the 
case in the original, while greatly increasing the diffi- 
culties and labours of the translator, would in most 
cases, be scarcely perceived by the reader ; except, in- 
deed, by an awkward stifihess in the versification, and 
an accumulation of ungrammatical inversions, the cause] 
of which even would not be clearly understood. Th< 
rigid and inflexible assonance therefore, I conceive 
be nearly impracticable in English. At the same tiraeJ 
I foeyponvinced that an ear tolerably familiar with 

* Retrospediye RerieWf vol. iv. p. 35. 
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IttnowitfiMtf rik^r^^iukml oHBAuiacMi^ aad mcensiomed 
to y i i aiMUt t^ nvtcrnBic sueyjirr «£ v«raificafcioii, will 
w^nwiinijiMiy «ib£ cwx^^cotitlx ptnidaet this very 
cftMt^ •& innirtUr iaotrru^ »» iiMLbc, b«t with a fire- 
tfittfi jif^«&rf- 3^ 5uiv« ffi» «»%im in scmeihiiig 
JKvsiittiic. nati^ of I MAT be allowed to 
to 1^ %^«« anL^vHTikMn ;kSKflitf^ I liaTe not nnfre- 
It Kwn :ML;^ra(«l v iitiieuvw ^a R^-pemaing aome 
knit paBwai«¥ v£ taii^ vvck« dttfi I kad wnftt^i aa- 
■iwatiK t^naM v^ob^ofi utfigmraic to <ii> so ; and that 
m ■»!« thAA «NM tSEjCajfeiM^ (jbr ¥y w«b m «^ for instance^ 
avt fovBii w DKtir UL ^ tormrmttrng iTTTiMfn of about 
t««L^<4ivir liiMtf v^oc %r£ a atui^lKtL Thb proTes how 
MitaiaFIjr aoL4 al3BMi$c ^adkYvfiiiiiMT thie graccfiil effect 
a£ ihtt acsMttaiKcv g» p<\^iu<v«i in a Tangwage 90 flexible 
and ikh in poIv^yUaJbft^Ottm inatf ng woida as the 
SpantttL. In 6icc« ^ b cbue^ Tvrr axtLeasness and ^- 
faraat iatpQ«$ti&&IiCT s>£ aw«daii!«w thafi consdtiites its 
chana tn (he originaL aiui whkh woaldtotallj destroy 
UstffiKts in CngiJbh i£ f>ix«d bieTvod tbiose nnfttonedi- 
latcd o«x«rt«nc«^ tv> whkh I baT« allizded* For this 
■wCk I haTi^ tn inoi$e iiiiscanciwv s^tbetitnted the nn- 
ihrmed (zoehaiv ^ <{%ht ssYUabliKv asualir preserving 
it stnctlx^ bttC olben Tarvtftc ic with alternate mono- 
yUabw-tenntnating lintM^ and occasional]^ inereasing 
the number of $vllabU» wbai^n the measnie became too 
moootonotts changing i(» b«Mt and &>w to a quicker 
time. In one pla^> ^Tbe Cott^tant F^rince:^'* I have 
ahemated the nnxhymed txocha»» with ib^ymed lines ; 
and In one sci»fee i>i ^ The Puiigacocy of St. Fitrick,*' 
and for a brief dialogue in ^ The Secret in Words^" I 
haTe introduced blank verse^ A nobW measure truly, 
but generally speakings v^uite ui»uited to the lyrical 
form and spirit of Calderon^^ poetry. 
I hare thnsaUuded to what Ihaw wi^Nd to effect^nol. 
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of course, to what I have done. Whatever may be the 
opinion of the public in that respect, I shall cheerfully 
receive ; satisfied that even the unsuccessful attempt to 
supply what, if successful, would be considered a valu- 
able addition to a laborious department of our literature, 
not particularly well worked, and which, as far as the 
Spanish drama is concerned, takes possession of almost 
unoccupied ground, will be received with some appre- 
ciation of the motives that suggested it, and the labour 
and perseverance that carried it out. 

In alluding to the previous writers who have oc- 
casionally worked in this field, there is one to whom I 
should, perhaps, more particularly refer, as it is to his 
resplendent ps^es that I am indebted for my first 
introduction to the, till then unknown, world of Calde- 
ron's poetry, — I mean Percy Bysshe Shelley. It is to 
be regretted, for many reasons, that this great poet did 
not yield to that strong temptation to which he refers 
in one of his letters to Leigh Hunt. While endeavour- 
ing to dissuade his friend from translating the '^Aminta" 
of Tasso, when he had the capacity ** to tarite Amintas,'* 
and thus exercise his fancy *' in the perpetual creation 
of new forms of gentleness and beauty," he thus alludes 
to the fascination which he then thought himself strong 
enough to resist, but to which he afterwards submitted, 
too seldom indeed, for his own enjoyment and popularity. 

** With respect to translation," he says, " even / will 
not be seduced by it, although the Greek plays, and 
some of the ideal dramas of Calderon (with which 
I have lately, and with inexpressible wonder and 
delight, become acquainted), are perpetually tempting 
me to throw over their perfect and glowing forms the 
gray veil of my own words." That this modest figure 
is totally inapplicable to the translations which Shelley 
afterwards produced, is now well known. His trans- 



in particular, delights to indulge in, seemed at least 
very doubtf u 1 . The sturdy independence of the English 
muse was, it must be confessed, national and charac- 
teristic. What Greorge Wither wrote of himself is 
equaUy applicable to her : — 

" For I will for no man's pleMore 
Change a syllable or measure ; 
Pedants shall not tie mj strains 
To *yoar foreign* poets' veins — 
Being bom as free as these, 
I will sing as I shaU please.'* 

And, accordingly, acting on this principle, no matter 
what the external form of the few foreign visitants 
from the land of song, which the sturdy muse thought 
worthy of naturalization within her own dominion, 
instead of allowing them to move about in the flowing 
and graceful costume in which alone they would feel 
at ease, and look to advantage, they had to assume the 
stiff and awkward dress which the intolerance and 
tyranny of English fashion pronounced to be the tan. 
The English muse, too, allowed herself a variety of 
motion and a range of enjoyments that it did not grant to 
her foreign sisters. She had the clear, picturesque, nar- 
rative style of Chaucer, blended, as it were, of the grace- 
ful abandon of the older fahliauXy and the characteriza- 
tion of the great native drama which was then imbom. 
She had the quicker rhythm of Gower, and in the lyric 
lightness of Herrick and Carew's love songs, some faint 
prophetic scintillations of Prior and Moore. For tragic 
elevation she had "Marlow's mighty line," softened 
and modulated by others ; and for the purposes of a 
less appalling interest, or for a comedy in which pass- 
ing events and ordinary passions were elevated into the 
ideal region of poetry, bounding and leaping with the 
exuberance of young life and animal spirits^ in the 
careless and loosely cinctured blank-verse of Beaumont 



and Fletcher. Shakspeare " warbled his native wood- 
notes wild/* as if it were great Pan himself that had 
rw^peared among men, whose presence was announced 
by such enchanting melodies as had not been heard on 
this earth since happy shepherds in Arcadian woods 
could see 

'* The hamadryads dress 
Their xnffled locks where meeting hazels darken." 

Wonld that there were now any means to woo him 
bftck any invocation to which he could listen ! Then 
would we say vdth Keats — 

** Be qnicdcly near. 
By erery wind that nods the mounted pine> 
O forester divine." 

With Milton, the muse, to harmonize with his great 
theme, ^* moves in melodious time " its deep solemn peals 
of sustained harmony making us fancy that we hear 

^ The bass of Heaven's deep organ blow." 

It was thus capable, so far as original composition 
went, of every variety of expression, of every form of 
grace, and every degree of power and elevation ; but, 
from some cause or another, this versatility seems to have 
utterly abandoned it when attempting the labour of 
translation. Any adventurous spirit who would have 
the courage to examine the five or six awful volumes 
of translated verse, in Johnson or Anderson's collec- 
tion of the ** British Poets," wiU have the melancholy 
spectacle of beholding one of the most fearful limbos 
to which the unfortunate 



*' Sonlt of poets dead and gone" 

have ever been doomed by the cruel ingenuity of man. 
There they lie — Greeks and Romans — satirists and 
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songsten— aharp^tongued epigrammatists from Arra* 
gon, and honey -sweet Sicilian idy Uists from the shadows 
of Mount Hyhla — inspired Lusitanian creators of epics^ 
and love-languishing Italian narrators of the tales of 
chivalry — all undergoing the same strict and excru- 
ciating purgatory of " the heroic couplet." No wonder 
that hetween the narrow edges of this sparingly-opened 
measure, the spirit of foreign poetry should charm us 
80 little, confined, as it is, like the dainty Ariel, imder 
the tyranny of Sycorax, within the rift of this ** cloven 
pine.*' To set it free, and restore it to its proper shi^ 
— " to make gape the pine, and let it out" — ^to change 
those '* groans" that 

" Did make wolres howU and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angiy bears*'—— 

into the heavenly sweetness of the same spirit's varied 
song, when at liberty, floating on ^* the bat's back," or 
resting in the ^* cowslip's bell," must be the work of 
many poetical Prosperos. No knight of poesy's faery 
world had ever a more benevolent achievement before 
him than to liberate those captive minstrels from the 
leaden fetters and narrow limits of this dreary and 
monotonous versification. To give back into their 
longing hands the native instruments, to whose accom- 
paniment their songs were originally sung, the, harp 
and the lyre, the lute and the guitar, and to substitute 
for the ** creaking wire" of the English imitators of 
Boileau, the soft and varied melody of ^ flutes and soft 
recorders," are labours of necessity and love, which 
must be achieved ere English-translated verse can com- 
pete, either with the perfection of English original 
poetry, or with the photographic fidelity of German 
translation. 
The great poet — ^a few of whose most beautiful dramas 
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I now yentore to offer to the public in an English 
form — ^presents, perhaps^ at the same time, a greater 
amonnt of difficulties and rewards to the translator 
than anj other foreign wiiter of equal rank. To re- 
produce the yaried measures of his yersification — ^to 
supply some equivalent for the long-continued series 
of assonances, and to imitate the polished rhymes in 
which, says an acute German critic, Calderon's lan- 
guage rings forth, as it were, in eyer-changing peals of 
harmonious chimes,* is an attempt which no writer, 
howeyer eminent, could despise ; and which, as far as I 
am myself concerned, I would absolutely shrink from 
making, but for the wonderful fascination and pleasure 
of the employment. To translate Calderon — to clothe, 
in Elnglish words, his poetry — ^which, as Schlegel truly 
says, '* whatever the subject may ostensibly be, is an 
unceasing hymn of joy on the splendours of creation,'' 
Beemsto awaken all the glow and rapture — ^the en- 
thusiasm and excitation of the most fervid original 
composition. As it is an intense and irrepressible ad- 
miration of all that is beautiful, sublime, and beneficent 
in nature itself that impels the true poet to express 
his gratitude and wonder, so in reading the magnifi- 
cent descriptions of those same attributes in the ever- 
yiyid delineations of Calderon, we forget the artifice of 
the poet — we forget that it is a picture, and not the 
reality, that we are surveying. We forget everything 
but the wonderous melody of the versification, which, 
howeyer, even adds to the delusion, falling on our ears, 
as it does, like that sweet and solemn accompaniment / 
which the eyer-musical wind — ^the ^olian harp of the 
world — ^breathes continually forth, as the great pano- 
nma of creation revolves before us. In his pages we 

* Ulrld'i "Shakspeare and his Rdation to Calderon and Goethe," 
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11^ «k%^ th* •Aow-whiu fiittai. «3€ dkr wwnv vikr 

^M/mf fA Uwt fUimvtx, all bJinhW., 

f A ^ ^yfiUijM^t max* «i^ fplobiwiv w^ic&y m is 

VfkneiA^ #3MifWit forp^fli^ It m W riiie tk» imiinlij of 
.^h^lUy ^rt*k«ii more UrzelT of tbis efaiari heuili e of 
(:j^l4^'/fi tKAft ttuU of Anj ocbcr writer witk wImm I 
Am iMt'iiMUfiUd (Urulljr opfMMed as tke tv« pacte aie m 
irt^/ ^H^Mrr rMptct), ftddcd to hk wondofvl mMinmd 
tA \ht\tti%9fi and exqaisite Irrieal banaoanTy tkaft I 
fi«lj#!t« h« wa« pre-«miiienily fitted lor complHe aoeeess 
In a t4«k which, while it contained mndi of the diaim 
</f hU ffwn ori^nal ajmpositionft, would be tolallj free 
frmn iSumi peculiarities of opinion and expreasion wbicb 
tn ti»t al wayi \>t an obstacle to their nnirersal popularity. 
I trunt 1 inay l>e permitted to indulge a belief, tbai 
th«i preitent b an auspicious moment for the prodne- 
ibfi of what I would fain bope may be considered 
M Nllght additional help to our becoming better ao- 
i|ualiit<^l with the noble literature of Spain. Tbe dis- 
iliif(ulNh(Ml position which Mr. Ticknor^s remarkable 
work^ ItAM already attained, may be accounted for, no 
tidtiht, in a ^rtsat degree, by the ability and industry 
whtoh the historian has brought to its composition ; 
hut Nouie portion of its success, I conceive, must also 
ho attributed to the inherent interest and value of the 
Kubjtiot itself. Talent end enthusiasm are, without 
<|U(iiiti()n,.must potent enchanters — ^they can vivify in- 
animate^ matter — they can create a soul under the ribs 
of death, and thanks to them, the journey from Dan to 
Darshoba may not be wholly barren. But with all 

« ** HtotoTf of Spanish Literature,** by George Tlcknor. London. 
John Murraff I849i three toIs. 8vo. 
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their resources they would be scarcely able to keep the 
leader's attention so awake, and to thrill and warm his 
heart so repeatedly through a long and laborious work 
like Mr. Ticknor's, if there were not some solid foun- 
dation for the superstructure. One reason, perhaps, 
for the slight interest, compared with the deep cha- 
racteristic enthusiasm which Calderon has awakened 
in Grermany, that the English reader has hitherto taken 
in his dramas, may be the injudicious extremes to 
which his foreign admirers have gone in their idolatry. 
As all persons who speak the language of Shakspeare, 
have long since settled down into the undoubted poeti- 
cal belief — ^brief and emphatic as that of Mahomet — 
that in the Heaven of Olympus there is but one supreme 
God, and Shakspeare is his prophet — they looked 
with a contempt and disdain that forbade inquiry, 
upon the rival that German fanaticism presume^ to 
clothe with the pre-occupied vestments of inspiratiozi. A 
few literary iconoclasts, in their zeal for the undivided 
divinity of the English poet, have been as unjust to I 
Calderon in extravagantly depreciating his merits as 
the others unconsciously were in exaggerating them. \ 
There is scarcely any instance of Mr. Ticknor's calm * 
judgment more remarkable than the impartial skill 
with which on this subject he keeps clear of both ex- 
tremes. The reader will learn, that if Calderon cannot ( 
"rival** ** Shakspeare's name below" — he has inde- 
pondent power, beauty and fertility, second to nonoi 
other in the various dramatic literatures of the world.\ 
He will also get a clearer insight into the resemblances 
and differences which exist between the Spanish and. 
tile Engliah stage. | 

In &ct^ though the dramas of Spain and England 
kkie been often compared and are said to resemble each ) 
ether, nothing can be more different. In wildness of / 
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plAcCy Mnd UAmX dis«nrd <if aD 1^ * vailiei 

rnocb in oc^mnKm ; but hfsre tbe icHSiUaBoe cads. 

Jjln the Kni^iih thestre, tlie chincttnai«al«mTs the le- 

If |/r«««nUti vcs of iodiridiiAls — is tbe ^^iriiiiy «f 

t)»« fiiMi !• erenrthing on the FjtgftA il%i i the 

H|/ArjUh^ be \m nc^biiig. In tbe fotmer, v« iDok on tiie 

|ki«rt^rN in the drama as beii^ <if a kindi«d natun witb 

Jrnirown: in the Utter (at least in ha tragedy), nsm cicly 

J|Mrrii//niftcationa of tbe Tirtnes or Tk«i to be Rfvennted* 

In Hliakspeare, the cfaaracten are fleili and blood; 

where none are so monstrooaly wicked as not to be 

relieved bjr an occasional raj of a better nature : and 

n/ine m sterling as not to exbibit a little of tbe eommon 

/ alloy (>i humanity. In Calderon, they are cast in an 

' inflexible mould of virtue or vice, and preaerre their 

' golden or iron rigidity to the last. 

have the warmth and colouring of the 

I deron's tiie fixed and colder outline of the marble. In 

' t)ie one we hare the incalculable vicissitudes of life : in 

tlie other, the Inevitable certainty of &te. In Calderon, 

} it is ever the constant sunshine or the unbroken gloom 

' of his climate : in Shakspeare, the dark and bright-* 

[ the smiles and tears of onr own. Shakspeare possessed 

higher qualities, and was apparently the deeper thinker. 

Caldoron possessed qualities in which the other was de- 

l ficient, and was perhaps, in some of the attributes of the 

poet but little his inferior. In the worship of external 

[ nature, the Englishman, with all his warmth, is cold 

compared with the Spaniard ; in the revelations of her 

mysteries and the inward workings of the soul, the latter 

V must be pronounced superficial when compared to the 
former. Shakspeare invented characters in abundance 

V — ^butfew plots ; Calderon invented innumerable plots 
—but few characters. The one was fertile in delinea- 
tion, the other in invention. In fact^ both are admir- 
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able of their kind, but both are founded on total!}! .^ 
different principles of dramatic propriety, and we may* 
relish and admire the one without being unjustly an< 
unnecessarily blind to the merits of the other. 

I feel that I cannot better conclude these imperfect 
rranarks than by quoting the eloquent language of a 
recent writer, who terminates his own analysis of the 
genius of the great poet-dramatist in the following 
beautifol passage : — 

''In the above sketch we feel that we have given but 
a very faint image of the greatness of Calderon : but 
perhaps, we may have excited some one to go and view 
for himself. It is pleasant to have a new star rise in 
the intellectual firmament ; and it is not with these as 
with those in the natural : these stars are new worlds, 
into which the soul may enter, worlds akin to that 
within us, for the soul hath a right to all that man 
hath done, and more — ^it hath the power to take pos- 
seflrion thereof for itself. Calderon has long been a 
great name, but we would have him be something more : 
for as Paterculus said of Pindar, Thdnis tmum os Pin^ I 
iari iUuminamty so, too, would we say of him ; in him 
alone the nationality of Spain finds a worthy voice, . 
for her other poets only sang for their own times, while < 
his soul, being of larger dimensions and deeper sym- 
pathies, contains them all in itself ; and as the Ian- ^ 
gvage which he used is the result of the varied speech > 
of Spain's previous centuries, so in the thoughts which < 
that language bears to us, we see condensed all the ^ 
epochs of Spanish history, and we hear (as in Roderick's 
enchanted tower) the sounds of old gothic days mingled 
with the Moorish war-cry, while they are drowned in 
the more recent and yet louder notes of Pelayo, the Cid, 
and the glories of Castile.* 

• Westminster and Foreign Review, vol. liv. p. 8S9. 
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The following will be fonad a tolcrmblj correct ac- 
eoant of aO that has been prcTiooalj done in Englinh 
liieratare for the elacidation and partial translation 
iff Calderon*s dramas : — ^I do not mean to «iter into 
the qaestion (a rerr interesting one heyimd all doubt^ 
hat one which woold require and merit a separate in- 
vestigation) of the immense debt which the ancient 
British drama owes to the Spanish. ** To express the 
obligation traly," says Mr. Lewes in his interesting little 
work, ''we most saj that the Eoropean drama is 
saturated with Spanidi inflnmce. Take from the 
French, and from Beaumont and Fletcher, and thdr 
contemporaries, from Dryden, Congreve, Wycherly, 
Shad well, from Goldoni, Nota, Girand, and others, all 
that they hare borrowed directly or indirectly from 
Spain y and you b^gar them in respect of situation 
and incident." * — It may be mentioned, however, that 
two of the old English dramatists — Sir Samuel Tuke, 
and George Digby, Earl of Bristol, had the candour 
to acknowledge the sources from which they drew 
the materials, and very often the poetry of their plays. 
The former writer in his preface to the third edition 
of "The Adventures of Five Hours," (1671) say*— 
** The plot needs no apology ; it was taken out of Don 
Pedro Calderon, a celebrated Spanish author, the nation 
of the world who are the happiest in the force and 
delicacy of their inventions." — {77ie Ancient British 
Drama, London, 1810, vol. iii. p. 407. Dodsley's Col- 
lection of Old Plays, vol. xii.) This, however, is a 
mistake of the old dramatist (a mistake which has 
been followed by all subsequent writers on the sub- 
ject, including even Mr. Ticknor) {Spanish Idteraturey 
vol. ii. p. 353), as the original Spanish drama alluded 
to, Los Empenos de Seis Iloras, though a very admir* 

* "The Spanish Ilrama," p. 6, London, 1846, 
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able one, was noi written by CaHeron. It conse- 
qnently is not to be found either in the edition of 
the Comedias published by Keil (Leipsic, 1827-1880, 
4 torn.)} or in the completer one by Hartzenbusch 
{Madrid, 1848-1850, 4 torn.). Vera Tassis in his 
preface to the fifth part of the first edition of the 
Comedias (Madrid, 1682-1691, 9 torn.) expressly men- 
tions Los Empenos de Seis Haras among upwards of 
a hundred other dramas, which had been printed, 
by the cupidity of the booksellers, as Calderon's, 
and most of them during his lifetime, but without 
the slightest claim to that honour. Lord Bristol, it 
would appear, translated, or adapted to the British 
stage three of Calderon's plays, two of which are lost. 
•* Downes the Prompter" (says Sir Walter Scott in the 
work before referred to— the " Ancient British Drama," 
edited by him, London 1810, vol. iii. p. 446) " asserts that 
he (Lord Bristol) wrote two plays between the years 
1662 and 1665 made out of the Spanish, one called ' Tis 
better than it was, and the other entitled Worse and 
Worse, — Roscius Anglkanus (1708, p. 26). The 
originals of these plays there can be no doubt were 
Calderon's Mejor estd que estaha, and his Peor estd 
que estaba, A third play, however, taken from the 
same source, was written by Lord Bristol, and printed 
by him in 1677, under the title of Elvira, or the Worse 
not always True, which Sir Walter Scott, in continu- 
ation of the passage above quoted, supposes, may, by 
possibility, be one of the lost plays. This is quite a 
mistake, as ** The Worse not always True " is taken 
from a distinct play of Calderon — No siempre lo Peor 
aCierto, 

Owing to the decay of the Drama in England and the 
tUsnse of the Spanish language, which to the educated 

classes in the times of Elizabeth and James I., seems to 

c 





If 



kften i\nt yiuUMi reeocBZOGA cf Cj 

»(tU»r*i4 hy th« «iJa»>B to him a 1<7I ^ i 

UiH titmiU) in Oj« prtCmot to ^ 7W ArnMiia of fin 

lf'/«ir«/' WM whollj inumpGfe^ 

ift lmv*i \ft!tfn ftliAMEt nnkBc^ 

f-jffMutnusum^sai of the pi 

«/;'|ti*i/iUoocr with him, sach at h 

tiM 4;iiUju«U*m of Tieky the Schkeekt, 

wnUirnf had wm thus forced, I msj aj, on 

world in Uu«« countries in a aomewikix iBfiicci 

Birr. 11m; publicstion of Mr. Black's izvuiasiaa of tlw 

^ l>rftm Atic f itentare " of Aogastns W. ScUcgd, alMMt 

iim ytw IHir^f imparted to a wider pulilie the mtail- 
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Shelley appears to hare been the one who a pp iec ia led 

most highljr the importance of the diseoray — ^who 

enjoyed the brilliancy of the restored Inminaiy Moit 

keenly, and who has giren to less penetrating eyes the 

best idea of its beaaty. His letters daring the jetis 

181 8-1 9y contain frequent allasions to Calderon whom he 

was then reading, as he himself says, ^ with inec^iw- 

•ible wonder and delight." I have already quoted the 

remarkable passage in which he describes JiimnAlf 

resisting as if with difficulty the impulse which he fttt 

strong within him, to adapt to English words some of 

those dramatic and lyrical melodies which delighted 

him so much : he fortunately yielded onee^ as I haye 

previously stated, and with the happiest result. In the 

letters of Gerald Griffin also, it would appear that evea 

at the time when he himself was engaged upon the 

composition of a great original drama — '^Gisippus'* 

(Feb. 1824), he too was haunted by the same desire to 

do this act of tardy justice to the great masters of the 
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l^ianish stage. In conjunction with his friend Valen- 
tine LlanoSy a Spaniard (the anthor of** Den Esteban"), 
some progress appears to have been made in this de- 
siiable work : specimens were prepared, prospectuses 
issued, but for some cause or another, the project never 
readied maturity. {Life ofGhnM Griffin^ London, 1843, 
pp. 101, 104^ 109.) The twenty-fifth volume of the 
* Quarterly Review " (April, 1821) contains, I believe, 
the earliest criticism on the dramatic genius of Calderon 
that is to be met with in the periodical press of the 
empire. The estimate of the writer (who was probably 
either Southey or Mr. Lockhart), as mig^ be expected, 
was lower and less enthusiastic than that of Schlegel, 
but higher and deeper than that of Sismondi. The esti- 
mate has been adopted by Mr. Hallam (Literature of 
Enzope, vol. iii. p. 61) as a fair medium between the 
extravagant eulogists, and the ignorant or prejudiced 
dflpredators of Calderon. Three or four dramas are 
bxiefly analyzed in thb article, the greater space being 
gifai to El Principe Constants ; on which the writer 
passes the following eulogium, which may be added to 
Uie other testimonials as to its merits which I have 
collected: — 

^ But that [drama] which, in our judgment most 
strongly excites the high and generous emotions, the 
noblest representation of unbending honour, struggling 
with ignominy and pain, is * The Constant Prince.' " — 
i)]Barteriy Review, vol. xxv. pp. 18, 19. 

In Blackwood's Magazine for June, 1825 (vol. xvii. 
p. 641), was published the second analysis of any of 
Calderon's dramas which had appeared in English 
Kfteratare. Shelley's << Scenes from Calderon" had 
so doubt been given to . the public earlier, originally, 
I believe, in a number of ** The Liberal " (for which 
he mentions in one of his letters, they were intended), 

c2 



bat at an J rate in his ^Poetlmmoos Poems," pub- 
lished in 1824. These scenes, howereiV ^ere merelj 
detached specimens, and gaTe no idem of the plot or 
machinery of the drama. Three other dramas were 
sabseqnently analyzed in ^ Blackwood," which, with a 
general article on Calderon, I shall enumerate at the 
end of these remarks. The next contributions of 
any importance to a knowledge of Calderon, were 
some translated scenes from La Vida es Suemo and 
El Ma^ico Prodigia90y which appeared in the ^'Monthly 
Chronicle," the former in toL iii., the latter in 
Yol. V. The scenes from ** The Wonderful Magician," 
in particular, are remarkably well executed ; they 
are closer to the original, both in metre and mean- 
ing, than Shelley's yersion, though occasionaUy adopt- 
ing his expressions ; and in a poetical point of view, 
have a charm of their own, which eren our preoccu- 
pation by the earlier efforts of that great master, does 
not prevent our perceiving and enjoying. The other 
drama, ^' Life is a Dream," has had also the benefit of 
a second translation. In the ^^ Monthly Magazine," 
vol. xcvi. a translation into blank verse was made by 
Mr. Oxenford, some striking extracts from which are 
given in Mr. Lewes's valuable little work already men- 
tioned, — " The Spanish Drama" (published in Knight's 
Shilling Series, London, 1846). The date of this 
translation I cannot fix witfi accuracy, as I have 
been unable to see the volume of the " Monthly Ma- 
gazine " in which it appears. It probably was prior to 
the version in the " Monthly Chronicle " just alluded 
to. The beauty of these extracts is marred (to use the 
language of a competent writer in the " Westminster 
Review," vol, liv. p. 313) "by their being written in our 
heroic blank verse ; they are energetic, but the energy 
is not Calderon's." 
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In 1846, appeared Mr. Lewee's work above referred 
to. The criticism is generally more genial and im- 
partial towards the merits of Lope de Vega than to 
those of his great rival and successor, but on the whole 
it will be found a useful and intelligent hand-book for 
the student of the Spanish Drama on aU matters con- 
nected with the literary and historical aspect of the 
subject. It contains an analysis of six of Calderon's 
dramas, which I shall subsequently particularize. In 
1847, my own labours in this pleasant field of exertion 
commenced : they consisted of an introductory essay 
and scenes from El Pttrgatorio de Scm PatriciOy 
miiich appeared in " DuflFy*s Irish Catholic Magazine " 
(Dublin, 1847, vol. L). In 1848, 1 followed up these 
attempts on ,a wider scale in ** The Dublin University 
Magazine," and analyzed &om time to time, the five 
remaining dramas included in the present work, giving 
occasional translations of particular passages. The 
only attempt which had been made, to present a drama 
of Calderon in a complete English dress, and in a 
distinct shape, appeared this year (1848). It is the 
same ^Wonderful Magician'' whose melodious spells 
were powerful enough to enchain the energetic genius 
of the poet of the ** Prometheus Unbound," and to com- 
pel the accomplished writer in the "Monthly Chronicle" 
to become his interpreter. The third and (as to 
quantity) the most complete translator of this drama, 
seemed to be under the apprehension that both the 
name of the drama itself, as well as of one of the prin- 
cipal characters in it, would be o£Fensive "to ears polite ;" 
eo he substituted " Justina ** (the name of the heroine) 
for " The Wonderful, or Wonder-working Magician ;" 
and for the " Demon " the less startling periphrasis of 
^ Misalethes." The abandonment of the metre of the 
original is, however, a more fatal defect. Its title is 
at follows:— "Justina, a Play, translated from t 
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If we add to the foregoing the analyses of dramas 
mentioned in Hallam's '^Introdnction to the Literature 
of Europe/' in Sismondi's ** literatore of the Soath of 
Europe '* (translated by Thomas Roecoe), Bonterw^s 
** History of Spanish Literature" (translated by Th<mia- 
slna K(m)f and a ** Handbook of Spanish Literatnre^' 
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by Alexander F. Forster (Edinburgh, William and 
Robert Chambers, 1851), which last, however, as far 
as Calderon is concerned, merely condenses the criticism 
of Sismondi — we have, I believe, all the direct inform- 
ation that is to be found in English literature upon the 
life, the character, and the writings of Calderon. In 
the following list, it will be perceived that the same 
drama has been analyzed by two or three writers, or 
rather, that the analysis of the first has been occasion- 
ally adopted by those that succeeded. Reckoning these 
repetitions as one, it will appear that we have a more 
or less satisfactory account of about twenty-eight or 
twenty-nine Camedicts out of one hundred and twenty 
which are contained in the last edition, and of only two 
Auto8 SacramentaleSy out of seventy-three. ('^AutoA So- 
eramenkUes Akgoricos y Histariales del Phenix de los 
Poeku, el Espanol Don Pedro Calderon de la Barca^^ 
Madrid, 1759, six volumes 4to.) Considering that 
many of these notices give but a very slight account of 
the dramas they profess to describe, and that some of 
them do not present a single specimen of the poetry so 
profusely scattered through all, it is to be hoped that 
extensive additions will be made to this list. At 
present, it must be confessed, all the available inform- 
ation on the subject supplies the English reader with 
a very imperfect idea of the fertility of invention, the 
richness of fancy, the prodigality of imagery, the 
splendour of poetical diction, the perfection of rhyth- 
mical harmony which characterize the writings of the 
least known, as well as of the best known of those, 
whom a living writer of the highest authority (Mr. 
Lockhart) pronounces to be '^ the two greatest drama- 
tists the modem world has produced — Calderon and 
Shakspbarb."* 

* See ytt. LocUitffs Teloable nates to tlie edition On S ▼ols* iSmo.) 
of Don Quixote, tnaialated by Motteox. Bdinburgli, 18SS, toI. iii. 
r.sie. 
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i^UAHYMMI-Y HkvIKW, vol. XXV., 1S21- 
4 <M<,j/u uitio^iki ^ ^ii<4^ ; A*l Principe C on ttante, djc 

Ulaokwood'h Magazine. 

Ayiinkci!*' n MO Amai' (vol. xvii.) ; LaDevoeum delm Cnte 
\vul. vviii.^ i m MiMttnt dv Uanzar (vol. xx.) ; An Aitide 
uu i^UiUuu (vul. \\su) \ Xa l>ixma Duende (voL xItiL). 

MONTLUY MaQAZINE. 

Ln Vida at «SW4u (vol. xovi.). 

Monthly Chbonicle. 
La ViUa ea SmtU) (voL Ui.) ; St Mag-ico Pivdigioto (voL vL). 

SmfiLLBY'a WoEKS, Royal 8vo. London, 1844. 
JSl Mayico Pivdigioao (page 350). 

TuJB SPAMxau DaAHA, by G. U. Lewes, London, 1846, . 

AY Moifioo Prodigioto (page 187) ; La Vida es Sveno (198) ; 
El Medico de m H<yiw*a (222) ; El Mayor Monstruo los Zelos 
(281) ; El Alcaide de Zalainea (244) ; A Secreto Agravio 
Seortta Vengamaa (251). 

Irish Catholio Magazine, Dublin, 1847. 
El PwycUorio de <Sow» Patricio (vol. i.). 

Published Separately. 

" Juatina (El Magioo Prodlgioao), A Play, translated from 
the Spanish of Calderon de la Baroa." By J. H. 

Published by Burns, Portman-street, London, 1848. 

Dublin XJnivbrsity Magazine. 

El Secreto a Voces (vol. xxxii.) ; Amor despues de la MwrU 
(vol. xxxii.) ; El Medico de m ffonra (vol. xxxiv.) ; £1 Prin- 
ci^ ComkmU (vol. zzxTiii) ; Lf^ fioMda f 'a Flor (voL xxxix.). 
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Frazer's Magazine, August, 1849 (vol. xl.). 
Lo9 Tres Afayores Prodigios, 

TicKKOR*s History op Spanish Literature, 3 vols. 

London, 1849. 

El Pwgatorio de San Patricio (torn. ii. p. 327) ; La Dev(h 
iAon de la Cruz (329) ; El Magico Prodigioso (330) ; Amar 
detpues de la Muerte (338) ; El Medico de su H(mra (341) ; 
El Mayor Mcnstmo los Zdos (344) ; El Principe Qonsta/nte 
(349) ; Antes que todoesmi JDama (354) ; La JDama Buende 
(354) ; La Banda y la Flor (356) ; El IHvino Orpheo (Autos 
Sacramentales, vol iv. p. 236), Ticknor, vol. ii. p. 323. 

Westminster Keview, January, 1851, vol. liv. 

Tambien hay Budo en los Bamaa (p. 293) ; Eco y Narciso 
(224) ; El Magico Prodigioso (300) ; Bos Amantes del Cido 
(301) ; Fineza contra Fvneza (308) ; Nima de Gomez Arias 
(311) ; El Mayor Monstruo los Zelos (314) ; El Alcalde de 
Zalamea. 

Hallam's "Introduction to the Literature op Europe," 

vol. iii. pp. 61, 64. 

La Vida es Su^io; A Secreto Agrcmo Secreta Venganza, 

SiSMONDi's "Literature op the South op Europe," 
Translated by Thomas Koscoe, 2 vols. ; London, 1846. 

Amar despv£s de la Muerte (vol, ii. pp. 377 and 409) ; El 
Secreto a Voces (380) ; El Principe Constante (387) ; La Aurora 
en Copaca va/na (396) ; Origen, Perdida y Ilestauraxdon de la 
Virgen del Sagrario (398) ; El Purgatorio de San Patricio 
(401) ; El Medico de su Honra (406) ; A Bios por Razon de 
EstadOf Auto Sacramental (Autos, tom. ii. p. 7, ed. 1759), 
Sismondi, vol. ii. p. 415. 

Bouterwek's "History op Spanish Literature," 
Translated by Thomasina Boss; London, 1847. 

El Principe C&nstante (p. 368). 

Spanish Literature, by Alexander E. Forster, 
Edinburgh, 1851. 

El Principe Constante (p. 238). 
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" Six Dramas or Caldebov,** freelj trinriited by Edwanl 
FiUgerald ; London, William Pickariiig, 1S5S. 



*«* Thia Yolume has jait appeared while the preeent aheet 
if iMUMing through the press. Hie anther haTing made his 
■election from among the ''less fikmoos** dramas of Galdefon, 
it does not contain any of those that have been dioaen for 
translation in these volumes. Hie six dramas on wbidi Mr. 
Fitigerald'i work is founded, are as follows : 

El Pintor de su Dethowra, p. 3 ; Nadiefe wu jSsereCo^ p. 61; 
ImU Perez d OcUUgo, p. 105 ; Lot tret JueticioM em Uma, p. 145; 
El Alcalde de Zakmea, p. 193 ; C/uardaU de la Agma Mamea, 
p. 280. 

It is to be regretted, that a closer and more complete 
▼ersion of these dramas has not been given, lliongfa not 
generally ranked among the masterpieces of Galderon's 
genius, they share largely in the dramatic interest and poeti- 
cal beauty which he could scarcely fail to impart to any of 
his creations, and which one of them in particular (El Alcalde 
de Zalamea) possesses to a very remarkable degree. 



INTRODUCTION 



TO 



THE CONSTANT PRINCE. 



WiTHorT going the extreme length which the 
enthusiastic admiration of the '^ The Constant 
Prince** has led one German critic at least (Schulze, 
in his " Lehen des 8tandhqften Fri/nzen^* Weimar, 
1811),* who places this play beside the Divina 
Commedia, all critics appear unanimous in their 
high estimate of its poetical and artistic merits. 
Sismondi warms for a moment in the midst of his 
cold and ungenial analysis, and acknowledges it to 
be "one of the most moving plays of Calderon," 
perhaps influenced by the unqualified approbation 
of Bouterwek, a writer to whom, in the Spanish 
portion of his work, the accomplished Genevese 
was under more obligations than he acknowledges. 
"The tragedy of Don Fernando, entitled M Prin- 
cipe ConstantCj* says Bouterwek, " displays all the 
lustre of Galderon's genius. The unities of time 
and place are lost sight of in the unity of the 

* Ticknor'f Spanish Literature, toI. ii. p. 349, note 31. 
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heroic action, into which Calderon has infused the 
purest spirit of pathos, without departing from the 
Spanish national stvle of heroic comedy ;" while Mr. 
Ticknor, the last and best historian of the literature 
Off Spain, devotes several pages to its analysis, which, 
as usual, is characterized by the calm good sense 
and complete knowledge of his subject, so remark- 
able throughout his entire work. 

" Its plot," says Mr. Ticknor, " is founded on 
the expedition against the Moors in Africa, by the 
Portuguese Infante, Don Ferdinand, in 1438, which 
ended with the total defeat of the invaders before 
Tangier, and the captivity of the prince himself 
who died in a miserable bondage in 1443 — ^his very 
bones resting for thirty years among the mis- 
believers, till they were, at last, brought home to 
Lisbon, Mid buried with reverence, as those of a 
saint and martyr. This story Calderon found in 
the old and and beautiful Portuguese chronicle of 
Joam Alvares and Buy de Pina ; but he makes the 
sufferings of the prince voluntary, thus adding to 
Ferdinand's character the self-devotion of Eegulus, 
and so fitting it to be the subject of a deep tragedy, 
founded on the honour of a Christian patriot."* 
For much additional information on this as well as 
the subsequent dramas, see the notes at the end of 
the volume. 

* Spanish Literature, vol. li. p. 349. 
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ACT L— SCENE I. 

THE GABDEN8 OF THE EISQ 07 FEZ, BT THE SEA. 



JEtUer iome Christian captives svngi/ngy and zaba. 

ZABA. 

Sin^, from out this thicket here, 
While the beauteous Phenix dresses ; — 
Those sweet songs, whose air expresses 
Fond regrets ; which pleased her ear 
Often in the baths, — those strains 
Full of grief and sentiment. — 

FIBST CAPTIVE. 

Can Music, whose strange instrument 
Was our clanking gyves and chains — 
Can it be, our wall could bring 
J07 unto her heart P our woe 
Be to her delight ? — 

ZABA. 

'Tis so :— • 
She from this will hear you ; sing. 
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THE OONBTANT PBIKCE. 
ZABA. 

Let the dawn, so purely bright, 
Boast no more, this garden owes 
To her its beauty — ^that the rose 
Draws from her its purple light. 
Or the jessamine its wmteness. 

PHEIOX. 

The glass. 

ESTBELIiA. 

Thou should'st not strive to find 
Specks the pencil ne'er designed 
In its artificial brightness. 

They present her with a mirror . 

PHEKtX. 

What does loveliness avail me, 
(I^ indeed, 'tis mine to vaunt it) — 
If my joy of heart be wanted ? — 
If life's happiest feelings fail me P — 

ZELOU.. 

How dost thou feel P 

PHEKIX. 

If I but knewy 
Ah ! my Zelima, how I feel, 
That certain knowledge soon would steal 
Half of the grief that pains me through :- 
I do not know its nature whollv, 
Although it robs my heart of gladness ; 
For now it seemeth tearful sadness,— 
And now 'tis pensive melancholy : — 
I only know, I know I feel — 
But what I feel I do not know,— 
The sweet illusions mock me so. 

ZA&A.. 

Since these gardens cannot steal 
Away youroft-retuming woes — 
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Though to beauteous spriug, they build 
Snow-white jasmine temples filled 
With radiant statues of the rose. 
Come unto the sea, and make 
Thy bark the chariot of the sun. — 

BOSA. 

And when the golden splendours run 
Athwart the waves, along thy wake — 
The garden to the sea will say 
(By melancholy fears deprest), 
The sun already gilds the west, 
How very short has been this day ! — 

PHENII. 

Ah ! no more can gladden me 
Sunny shores, or dark projections, 
Where in emulous reflections 
Blend the rival land and sea ; 
When, alike in charms and powers, 
Where the woods and waves are meeting- 
Flowers with foam are seen competing — 
Sparkling foam with snow-white flowers ; 
For the garden, envious grown 
Of the curling waves of ocean, 
Loves to imitate their motion ; 
And the amorous zephyr, blown 
Out to sea from fragrant bowers. 
In the shining waters laving 
Back returns, and makes the waving 
Leaves an ocean of bright flowers : 
When the sea too, sad to view 
Its barren waste of waves foiiom, 
Striveth swiftly to adorn 
AU its realm, and to subdue 
The pride of its majestic mien, 
To second laws it doth subject 
Its nature, and with sweet effect 
Blends fields of blue with waves of green. 
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Coloured now like heaven's blue dome, 
Now plumed as if &om verdant bowers. 
The ^urden seems a sea of flowers, 
The sea a garden of bright foam : 
How deep my pain must be, is plain, 
Since naught delights my heart or eye, 
Xor earth, nor air, nor sea, nor sky.* 

ZABA. 

Ah ! deep, indeed, must be your pain ! — 
Unter the Ki3Sf& with a portrait in his hand. 

If perchance the fever fit, 
Quartan of thy beauW, let 
Thee thy sadness to K>rget, — 
This fair original (for it 
Is too full of Hfe, to be 
But a picture) is the Infante 
Of Morocco, Tarudante, 
Who doth come to offer thee 
His hand and crown ; do not reprove 
The ambassador who pleads his suit — 
Do not doubt that he, though mute, 
Bringeth messages of love : — 
With favour I his wish behold. 
For he hath sent to me, as liege. 
Ten thousand horsemen, to besiege 
Ceuta, which I long to hold : — 
Let nor fears, nor vain alarms. 
Nor coldness in your heart be found ; 
But let him soon in Fez be crowned 
King of all thy beauteous charms. 

* " The beautifdl flighta of &ncy which occur at the com- 
menoemeiit of the piece are worthy of particidar attention. 
Fhere CSalderon has painted his fitvourite images in his com- 
[Mffiaon of waves with flowers.*' — Boutentfek. 
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JEnter MrLEY with the truncheon of a general. 

MTJLEY. 

Give me, mighty lord, thy feet. 

TcrsQt, 
You are welcome home, Muley, 

MITLEY. 

He who penetrates the light 

Of so sovereign a sphere, 

He who homeward drawing near 

Finds a sun and dawn so sweet, 

WeU. hath homeward come, indeed : — 

Lady, let me kiss thy hand, 

Eor Ids love and faith demand 

Such reward, whose heart would bleed 

To work his sovereign's least intent. 

To the Kma, 
For newer triumphs still he bums 
In thy service. — He returns 
More thy lover than he went. 

Aside to JPhenix, 

PHsmx, aside. 

Heaven protect me ! [lb Mule^.'] Thou, 

indeed, 
Art most welcome. [Aside.'] Life doth leave 

me! 

MTJLEY, aMe. 

If my eyes do not deceive me, 
Bather the reverse I read. 

KINO. 

Well, Mul6y, what news from sea ? — 

MULEY. 

Now thou'lt test thy suffering 

Of misfortune : for 1 bring 

Saddest news ; [aside'\ as mine must be. 
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That fair town, that, like a jewel, 

Heaven has snatched from out thy crown. 

Through, perhaps, Mahomet's anger, 

Through tne mighty prophet's wrath, 

Which, opprohrium of our valour ! 

Now a foreign ruler hath. 

Where we tamely gape and gaze at, 

Where our slavish eye-sight sees, 

Moating from its topmast turrets. 

Banners of the Portuguese. 

'Neath our very eyes prescribing 

Limits that our arms deride — 

'Tis a mockery of our praises, 

'Tis a bridle to our pride, 

'Tis a Caucasus, which, lying 

Midway, doth the stream detain ; 

Back thy Nile of victory turning 

From its onward course to Spain. 

Hither, then, I went with oraers 

To examine, and to see 

What the form and disposition 

Of the place to-day might be ; 

How, with less expense and danger, 

You might undertake its siege. 

May heaven grant its restoration 

Quickly unto you, my liege ! 

Though it be delayed a little 

By a threatened new disgrace ; 

For this doubtful undertaking 

To another must give place, 

Far more pressing ana important. 

Since the thousand swords and spears 

That for Ceuta you have marshall'd 

Must be drawn around Tangiers 

For that threatened city weepeth 

Equal suffering, equal woe, 

Equal ruin, equal trouble— 

This, my gracious lord, I know. 
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Eor one morning on the ocean, 

When the half-awaken'd sun, 

Trampling down the lingering shadows 

Of the western vapours dun, 

Spread his rubj-tinted tresses 

Over jessamine and rose, 

Dried with cloths of gold, Aurora's 

Tears of mingled fire and snows, 

Which to pearls his glance converted. 

It was then that, in the light 

Of the horizon, a vast navy 

Bose upon my startled sight : 

First (so many a fair illusion 

Oft the wandering seaman mocks), 

I could not determine truly 

Whether they were ships or rocks ; 

For, as on the coloured canvass 

Subtle pencils sofbly blend 

Dark and bright, in such proportions 

That the dim perspectives end — 

Now, perhaps, like famous cities. 

Now, Eke caves or misty capes, 

For remoteness ever formetn 

Monstrous and unreal shapes. 

Thus, athwart the fields of azure. 

Lights and shades alternate fiy ; 

Clouds and waves in rich conmsion. 

Intermingling sea and sky. 

Mock the siffht with fair deceptions. 

So it was, while I, iJone, 

Saw their bulk and vast proportions. 

Though their form remained unknown. 

First they seemed to us uplifting 

High in heaven their pointed towers. 

Clouds that to the sea descended. 

To conceive in sapphire showers 

What they would bring forth in crystal. 

And this fancy seemed more true^ 
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As from their untold abundance 
They, methought, could drink the blue 
Drop by drop. Again, sesrmonstera, 
Seemed to us the wandering droves, 
Which, to form the train of Neptune, 
Issued from their green alcoves. 
Eor the sails, when lightly shaken, 
Panned by zephyrs as by slaves. 
Seemed to us like outspread pinions. 
Fluttering o'er the darkened waves ; 
Then the mass, approaching nearer. 
Seemed a mighty Babylon, 
With its hanging garaens pictured 
By the streamers floating down. 
But, although our certain vision 
Undeceived, becoming true. 
Showed it was a great armada, 
For I saw the prows cut through 
Foam, that, sparkling in the sunshine. 
Like the fleece of snow-white flocks, 
BoUed itself in silver mountains, 
Curdled into crystal rocks. 
I, so great a foe, beholding, 
Turned my prow with utmost speed. 
For a timely flight doth often 
But to quicker victory lead — 
And from being more experienced 
In those seas, the entrance made, 
Of a little creek, where, hidden 
In the shelter and the shade, 
I could best resist the powerful 
Fury of a power so vast, 
Which sea, sky and earth overshadowed ; 
Without seeing us, they passed : — 
I, desiring to discover 
(Who would not desire to know ?) 
Whither did this great armada 
0*er the darkened ocean go-— 
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Once again my anchor weighing, 
Sought the blae sea's level plain. 
And full knowledge, in this manner, 
Heaven permitted me to gain : — 
For I saw, of this armada 
Bat one ship remained behind, 
Which with difficulty struggled 
With the warring wave and wind : 
Since, as afterwards was told me. 
From a tempest which had blown 
Over all the fleet, it issued 
Bent, disabled, and o'erthrown ; 
And so full of water was she. 
That the men that worked thereat. 
Scarcely baled her out, and reeling 
Now on this side, now on that. 
Seemed, with every fluctuation, 
On the point of going down. 
I approached, and though my Moorish 
Gkurb and colours made them frown, 
Still my company consoled them, 
For companionship in woes 
Ever gives alleviation. 
Even though it be a foe's. 
The desire of life arising 
So provoked the hearts of some. 
That by ladders made of twisted 
Cords and cables, did they come 
To our ship, although a prison ; 
But the rest, resistmg, cried, 
" Life is but to live with honour!" — 
Proof of Portuguese vain pride I — 
One of those who left the vessel 
Thus informed me in detail : 
Lately, thus he said, from Lisbon 
Did the great armada sail 
For Tangiers : and its heroic 
Besolution seems to be. 
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To besiege it with such yalour, 
That upon its towers you'll see 
The five shields,* you see at Ceuta 
Eveiy time the JL doth rise. 
Edward, Portugal's great monarch, 
Whose renown of conquest flies 
As on wings of Boman eagles. 
Has sent thither to preside 
Over them his own two brothers, 
Fernando and Enrique, — pride 
Of this age, which early sees them 
Crowned with conquest : and each chief 
Is Grand Master both of Avis 
And of Christ : in white relief 
On their breasts they bear two crosses, 
One of green, the otner red ; 
Fourteen thousand is the number 
Of the paid troops, thither led — 
Without mentioning the many 
Volunteers, that with them serve, 
At their own expense ; a thousand 
Are the steeds — ^whose fire and nerve, 
Mixed with Spanish mettle, clothe them 
With the tiger's glossy skin 
And the swut foot of the panther : — 
Now perhaps they enter in 
Tangiers' waters,-— at this moment, 
K its shore they have not made. 
They at least cleave through its waters : 
Let us hasten to its aid : 
You yourself, your arms assiuning, 
Mahomet's dread scourges bear — 
And the brightest leaf it carries. 
From death's mystic volume, tear :*- 
That this day may be accomplished 
That brave prophecy of yore— 

* The amui of PortngaL 
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Of the Moors, wliich says, 'tis destined 

That upon the sandj shore 

Of our Afiica, the glory 

Of the crown of Portugal 

There its hapless CTave must meet with. 

And these proud invaders shall 

See thee, as thj curved sword waveth 

O'er each prostrate foeman's head. 

Turn the fields, both green and azure. 

With their gudiing hearts — ^blood red. 

KINO. 

Silence ! do not speak the rest. 

For mj heart such wrath is feeling, 

That each word is like the stealing 

Of strong poison through my breast : 

Graves amid the deserts yonder 

I will ope, by sure disasters. 

For the Infantes, those Grand Masters 

"Who have hither dared to wander : — 

You, Mul^y, along the coast 

With a troop of horse depart. 

And by every means that art 

Can devise, engage the host 

In such skirmishes of skill 

That they cannot make the land 

Until I can be at hand : — 

And in doing so, you wiU 

Show the blood that fills your veins. 

I shall follow with all speed, 

And the gallant rear-guard lead 

Of the troops that fill these plains : 

Thus, to-day, my many cares 

And quarrels shall in one combine. 

For great Ceuta shall be mine 

And Tangiers shall not be theirs. 

JExit. 
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ICTTLEY. 

Though I must depart, yet I, 
Ladj, first would let thee hear, 
Since mj death approacheth near, 
The malady with which I die. 
And although mj jealous fear 
Disrespectful seem to thee. 
Since mj disease is jealousy, 
Courtesy must disappear. 
What picture — (ah ! fair enemy !) 
Is this thy beauteous fingers bear ? 
What is his happy name ? — declare, 
This favoured being, who is he ? 
But no ; let not thy tongue eclipse 
The pain thy touch hath made me bear ; 
Since in thy hand I see him there. 
Thou needst not name him with thy lips ! 

PHEKIX. 

Although, Mul6y, thou hast from me 
Leave to love and to attend me, 
Thou hast not any to offend me. 

MXTLEY. 

'Tis true, fair Phenix, yes, I see 
That this is not the mode or style 
Of speaking to thee ; but the skies 
Know, when jealous thoughts arise 
Respect is overborne a while. 
With utmost caution — secret pride — 
I've hid the passion that I feel ; 
But, though my love I could conceal. 
My jealousy I cannot hide — 
In truth I cannot. 

PHENIX. 

Though thy crime 
Deserves not to be satisfied. 
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Still, will I, through wounded pride, 
Satisfy thee this one time. 
Friends their friendship ne'er should lose, 
When a word might keep it still. 

MTTLET. 

And wilt thou speak that word ? 

PHEiax. 

I will. 

MI7LSY. 

God grant thee ever happy news ! 

PHEIflX. 

This picture has to me been sent 

HULET. 

By whom ? 

FHESTX. 

His Highness the In&nte 
Of Morocco, Tarudante. 

MIJLEY. 

And why ? 

PHBKIX. 

It seems with this intent, — 
My father, being ignorant 
Oi my feelings .... 

MTTLEY. 

Well?— 

PHENIX. 

Pretends 
That their realms .... 

MTTLEY. 

Is this the amends, 
The satisfiM5tion, thou dost grant ? — 
Grod grant thee evil news instead ! — 
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PHBITIX. 

"WTiy^ for a fault must I atone 
That was my father's act alone ? 

MTTLET. 

Eor taking, though he left thee dead, 
This pictiire as a willing bride ? 

PHENTX. 

Could I prevent it ? 

MTTLET. 

Tes, 'tis plain. 

PHENIX. 

How? 

MFLET. 

Some excuse thou well couldst feign. 

PHENIX. 

What could I do ? 

MXTLBT. 

Thou couldst have died, 
As I would gladly do for thee. 

PHENIX. 

'Twas force prevailed. 

MTTLET. 

A mere pretence — 



'Twas fickleness. 



PHENIX. 

'Twas violence. 



MTTLET. 

Nor violence. 

o2 



20 



What could it be F 

IfTLKT. 

Absence has been my hope's dark tomb ; 
And since I cannot be secure. 
Nor fix thy changing fimcj sure, 
I must retum and meet my doom. 
Thou wilt return, &ir Phenix, too. 
Once more to grieve me to the heart. 

We now must separate : depart. . . . 

MTLET. 

My soul first separates in two. 

PHMOX. 

Thou to Tangiers, and I shall wait 
In Fez — ^to hear thee make an end 
Of thj complaints. 

ICXTLEY. 

And I'n attend, 
K I am spared till then by fate. 

PHEIOX. 

Adieu ! for it is heaven's decree 
We taste this bitter parting's woe. 

MITLET. 

But listen — ^wilt thou let me go, 
Nor give that portrait up to me ? 

PHBiai. 
'Twere thine but for the king's request. 

MTTIiET. 

Eelease it — -justice doth demand 
That I should pluck from out thv hand 
Him who has plucked me fr"m thy breast. 

lExeunt, 
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SCENE II. — THE SSA-COAST ITBAB TjLKOIEBS. 

Amid the sound of trumpets and the noise rfdis^ 
embarking, enter don FEBNAinjo, don eitbique, 
DON JUAN COIJTINO, o/od Soldiers successively 
from their ships. 

FEBNANDO. 

I must be first, fair Africa, to tread 

Upon the sandy margin of thy shore ; 

That as thou feelest on thy prostrate head 

The weight of my proud footsteps trampling o'er, 

Thou may'st perceive to whom thy sway is given. 

ENBIQTTE. 

I am the second whom the swift waves bore 
To tread this Africa ! 

Se stumbles and falls. 
Preserve me, Heaven ! 
Even here my evil auguries pursue. 

EEBNANDO. 

Let not, Enrique, thy stout heart be riven 
By fancied omens, as weak women do ; 
This fall should waken hopes and n9t alarms. 
The land a fitting welcome gives to you. 
For, as its lord, it takes you to its arms. 

EITBIQUE. 

The sight of us the Moorish herd appals, 
And they have fled, deserting fields and farms. 

JTJAK. 

Tangiers has closed the gates around its walls. 

FEBNANDO. 

They all have fled for safer shelter there. 
On you, Don Juan, Count Miralva, £Uls 
The duty of examining with care 
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All the approaches of the land, before 

The sultiy sun, o'ercoming with its glare 

The temperate dawn, oppress and wound us more. 

Salute the city ; call on it to yield ; 

Say 'tis in Tain to squander human gore 

In its defence ; for though each conquered field 

!Ran red with blood, and burning blew the wind. 

And *neath our tread the tottering ramparts reeled, 

We still would take it. 

You will quickly find 
I'll reach its gates, although, volcano-like, 
With thickest clouds it stipes the bright sun blind, 
And lightnings flash and bolts around me strike ! 

JExit. 
Enter brito. 

BBITO. 

Thanks be to God ! that April and sweet May 

Once more I walk on, and that, as I like. 

Without unpleasant reelings and dismay 

I go about upon the solid ground. 

Not as just now at sea, when, yea or nay. 

Within a wooden monster's caverns bound, 

Though light of foot I could not get away 

Even when in greatest fear of bemg drown'd. 

So little weary of the world am I, 

O dry land, mine ! obtain for me, I pray, 

That I may never in the water die, 

Nor even on land till near to the last day. 

EiTBiQTJE (to Fernando). 
Why dost thou listen to this fool ? 

TEBKAITDO. 

And why, 
Against all reason, dost thou persevere 
In vague forebodings and unre«>^l grief ! 
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XimiQTTX. 



My. BOTil is full of some mysterious fear ; — 
That Fate frowns darkly is my fixed belief ; 
For since I saw fair Lisbon disappear, 
Its well-known heights fast fading one by one- 



Of all the thoughts that haunt me Death is chief! 

Scarcely had we our enterprise begun, 

Scarce had our ships commenced their onward chase, 

When, in a paroxysm, the great sun, 

Shrouded in clou^, concealed his golden face. 

And angry waves in foaming madness wreck'd 

Some of our fleet. Where'er I look I trace 

The same disaster ; — O'er the sea project 

A thousand shadows ; — If I view the sky, 

Its azure veil with bloody drops seems fleck'd ; — 

If to the once glad air I turn mine eye. 

Dark birds of night their mournful plumage wave; — 

K on the earth, my fall doth prophesy 

And represent my miserable grave. 

Let me decipher with affectionate care, 

And so your breast from dark forebodings save. 

These fancied omens from earth, sea, and air : 

'Tis true we lost one ship amid the main ; 

That is to say, that we had troops to spare 

From the great conquest we have come to gain. 

The purple light that stains the radiant sky 

Foretels a day of jubilee, not pain. 

The monstrous shapes that round us float or fly, 

Flew here, and floated ere we came ; and thus 

If they reveal a fatal augury, 

It is to those who live here, not to us. 

These idle fancies and unfounded fears 

Came from the Moors, so darkly credulous. 

Not from the ei^ghtened minds of Christian seers. 
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Those who believe in them may feel alarms, 

Not those who shut them from their doubting ears. 

We two are Christians ; we have taken arms, 

Not through vainglory, nor the common prize 

With which young Fame the soldier's bosom charms; 

Nor that, perchance, in deathless books, men's eyes 

Hereafter read of this great victory. 

The faith of Q-od we come to aggrandise ; 

Whether it be our fate to live or die. 

Be His alone the glory and the praise. 

'Tis true, we should not Gk)d's dread vengeance try 

Too rashly ; but his anger knoweth ways 

To curb the proud, and make the haughty bend. 

Tou are a Christian ; act a Christian's part : 

We come to serve 6ur Q-od, and not ofiend. 

But who is this ? — 

• 

Enter dok jvks, 

JTJAN. 

My lord, obeying 
Tour commands, I sought the walls ; 
And when crossing o'er the mountain, 
Where the sloping verdure falls, 
I beheld a troop of horsemen 
Riding by the road to Fez — 
Eiding with such wondrous fleetness 
That the startled gazer says. 
Are they birds, or are they horses ? 
Do they fly, or do they bound ? 
For the air doth not sustain them. 
And they scarcely touch the ground. 
Even the earth and air were doubtful 
If they flew, or if they ran. 

r£BNi:Bn)0. 
Let us hasten to receive them. 
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Flacmg foremost in the van 
Those who bear the arquebusses ; 
Let the horsemen next advance, 
With the customary splendour 
Of the harness and the lance. 
On, Enrique ! fortune offers 
iNow a noole opening fight. 
Courage! 

xiraiQUE. 

Am I not thy brother ? 
Nothing can my soul affinght, 
Nor the accidents of fortune, 
Nor the countenance of death ! 

Exeunt, 

BBiTO^ alone. 

I must somehow act the soldier. 

And keep guard upon — my breath ! 

What a very noble skirmish ! 

How they spill their blood and brains ! 

It is best, from under cover 

To survey this " Ghune of Canes !" — 

Exit. 



26 THB COH^TJlST pbtbtce. 



SCENE ni. — A charge m sounded: enter don 
jrAN and don j:srai^\r&, fighting with the Moors. 

ENBIQITE. 

After them ! The Moors already, 
Vanquished, finom the fight hare flown ! — 

Spoils of mingled men and horses 
Over all the fields are strown. 

EITRIQTTE. 

Where has wandered Don Fernando, 
That he cannot be descried ? — 

JTJAN. 

Doubtless his impatient valour 
Leads him onwanl far and wide. 

Let us seek him out, Coutino, 

I am ever at thj side. 

JSxeunf. 

Enter doit febnando with the sword of mtjley, 
and MTTLET with his shield alone, 

FEBNAKDO. 

Li this desolate campagna, 
Where, devoid of sense or breath, 
Lie so many dead, or rather 
In this theatre of death. 
You alone, of all your people, 
You alone, brave iMoor^ have stood : 
All have fled, and even your war-horse, 
After shedding seas of blood, 
'Mid the dust and foam encircled. 
Which it raised, and which it l«id, 
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Leaves you here to be a trophy, 
By my valorous right-hand made, 
'Mid your late companions' horses, 
Loosely flying o'er the ground. 
I am prouder of this conquest, 
Which to me doth more redound, 
Than to see this broad campagna. 
As with bright carnations crowned ; 
Por so great has been the flowing 
Of red blood on all aroimd, 
That my eyes, through deepest pity. 
At beholdiiig naught but dead — 
Naught but ever new misfortunes — 
Naught but ruins round me spread,— 
O'er the desert plain went seeking 
One green spot amid the red. 
In enect, my arm subduing 
Your courageous strength to mine, 
'Mid the horses loosely flying. 
One I seized, who was, in fine. 
Such a prodigy, a wonder. 
That, although he had for sire 
Even the wind, his jproud ambition 
Claimed adoption of the fire ; 
Falsely thus, by both denying 
His own hue, which being white. 
Said the water, " 'Tis the ofl*spring 
Of my sphere so silver white. 
I alone could thus have moulded 
Such a form of curdled snow !" 
Like the wind he went in fleetness, 
Lightning-like flashed to and fro ; 
Like the swan his dazzling whiteness, 
Speckled like tha snake with blood, 
Proud of his unnvall'd beauty, 
Fearless in his haughtier mood ; 
Full of spirit in his neighing ; 
Li his fetlocks Arm and strong, 
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In the saddle, on his haunches. 
You and I thus borne along — 
On a sea of blood we entered. 
Through whose cruel waves we steered, 
Like an animated vessel. 
For his head a prow appeared. 
Breaking through the pearl-hued water. 
And his mane and tail did float. 
Blood and foam besprinkled over, 
So that once again a boat, 
Wounded by four spurs, he bounded. 
As if heaven's four winds impelled ; 
He at length fell down exhausted 
By the Adas he upheld ; — 
For 80 great are some misfortunes, 
That even brutes themselves must feel, 
Or it may be, that some instinct 
Through his softened soul did steal, 
Saying, " Sad Arabia journeys, 
And with joy departeth Spain ; 
Can I then betray my country, 
Swelling the proud conqueror's train ? 
No, I do not wish to wander 
One step farther firom this spot." 
And since thou thyself art coming 
In such sorrow, though 'tis not 
By the mouth op eyes acknowledged. 
Still the smothered fire appears. 
Of the bosom's hid volcanos, 
By those flowing tender tears ; 
And the burning sighs thou heavest, 
Wonderingly my valoup views. 
When I turn me round, how fortune 
With one 'single blow sii^dues 
Valoup such as thine. Another 
Cause, methinks, must sadden thee ; 
Since it is not just nor proper, 
Even though for liberty, 
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That the man should weep so fondly, 

Who BO heavily can wound ; 

And, as in communicating 

Eyils, there is ever found 

Something soothing to the feelings, 

While we to my people go, 

If I merit such a favour, 

My desire is now to know, — 

And with reason it entreats it. 

Gently and with courtesy, — 

What doth grieve thee ? since 'tis certain 

'Tis not thy captivity. 

Sorrow, when communicated. 

Is appeased, if not subdued, — 

And since I have been the occasion 

Partly of what hath ensued 

From the accident of fortune, 

I would wish to be likewise 

Prompt in bringing consolation 

To the cause of all thy sighs. 

If the cause itself consenteth. 

MULEY. 

Thou art truly valiant, Spaniard, 
Victor both in act and word. 
With the tongue as skilled to conquer. 
As to conquer with the sword ; 
For my Me was thine, when lately 
With the sword my race among. 
You subdued me, but this moment. 
Since you take me with the tongue. 
Even my soul is thine ; with reason 
Must my life and soul confess 
They are thine, and thou their master. 
For your arms and your address, 
Cruel now, and now too clement, 
Twice my soul have captive made. 
Moved with pity to benold me, 
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Spaniard, you the cause have prayed 

Of the burning sighs I*m breathing. 

And although I own that woe, 

When repeated, is accustomed 

To grow lighter, still I know 

That the person who repeats it 

Wisheth that it should oe so ; 

But my woe is such a master 

Of my pleasures, that to keep 

Them from any diminution. 

Though itself be wide and deep, 

It would rather not repeat it ; 

But 'tis needful I obey ; 

Grateful for the care you've shown me. 

I am called the Cheik Muley, 

And the King of Fez's nephew. 

Of an illustrious race and nigh. 

Boasting many a Bey and Pasha. 

But misfortune's son am I ; 

Being on life's early threshold 

Folded in the arms of death. 

On that plain, where many Spaniards 

Found their graves, I first drew breath ; 

Hopeless boon to me that breathing ! 

For at Qelves, which you know, 

I was bom the year that witnessed 

There, thv nation's overthrow. 

To attend the King my uncle. 

Came I young, — but since increase 

Day by day my pains and sorrows, 

Cease enjoyments, whoUy cease ! 

I to Fez came, and a beauty. 

Whom since then my wondering eye 

Worshipped, in the house adjoining 

Lived, that I might, near her, die. 

From the early years of childhood, 

(For this love of mine became 

Soon so constant, Time was powerless 
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To consume or quench its flame,) 

We grew up beside each other. 

Love within our childish hearts 

Was not like the rapid lightning, 

Which with greater fiuy darts 

On the tender, weak, and humble. 

Than upon the proud and strong ; 

So that he to show the varied 

Powers that to love belong 

Struck our hearts with different arrows ; 

But as water in its course 

Dropping down on stone, doth mark it, 

Not indeed through its own force. 

No, but by continual billing. 

So those tears of mine, for aye 

On her heart's-stone downward dropping, 

Finally did work their way 

To it, though than diamond harder. 

And by dint of constant love. 

And through no excelling merits. 

Finally did make it move. 

In this state I lived a season, 

Oh ! how swift has been its flight ! 

Tasting, in their sweet aurora, 

Many an amorous delight — 

In an evil hour I left her. 

Left her ! more I need not say, 

Since in my absence came another 

Lover, all my peace to slay ; 

He is happy, I am wretched. 

He is present, I away. 

I a captive, he a freeman. 

Ah ! our fates how diflerent. 

Since your arm hath made me captive, 

See how justly I lament. 

YaUant-hearted Moor and gallant, 
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If thou adorest in this way, 

If, as thou speakest, thou dost worship 

If thou dost love as thou dost say ; 

If thou art jealous as thou sighest, 

If thou dost fear with true dismay, 

If thou dost love as thou dost suffer, 

Thou sufferest in the happiest way, 

And the acceptance of thy freedom 

Is all the ransom thou must pay, 

Eetum at once luito thy people, 

And this unto thy lady say, 

*^ That thou dost take me as thy servant, 

A knight of Portugal doth pray ;" 

If she pretends her obligation 

For this, to me, some price must pay, 

I give to thee whate'er is owing, 

So let her love the debt repay. 

And thine be all the arrears of interest. 

And see thy horse, which lately lay 

Exhausted on the ground, hath risen 

Beireshed and rested by our stay ; 

And since I know love's longing nature,- 

How ill the absent brook delay, 

I wish no longer to detain thee. 

Mount on thy steed and go away. 

My voice to thee, doth answer nothing ; 
The flattery of a liberal heart 
Is the acceptance of its offer: 
Only teU me who thou art ? 

rEENA2n)0. 

A man of noble birth, no further. 

MULET. 

Whoe'er thou art, thy conduct gave 
This answer : I, through good and evil. 
Am eternally thy slave. 



Hffii, 



Take tiie liorte ; it growetii late. 

iniLEY. 

If it appeareHi so to thee, 

How more to liim wbo came a captiye. 

And to hifl ladj goetk free ? 

'Tis genarouB to bestow a favour, 
How much more, life ? 

iciTLBYy wUhm, 

Brave Portuguese. 

*Ti8 from the hcnrse's back he speaketh ; 
What 10 it now that thou dost please P 

wcidY, wUhn. 

To pay thee for so many favours, 
Some day the duty shatl be mine. 

FIKETAIOK). 

May iiion enjoy them ! 

MUiiEY, toUMn. 

A good action 
Is never wholly lost ; in fine, 
Allah be thy protection, Spaniard ! 

If God be Allah, be he thine! 

Trumpets resound from wiOm, 

But what trumpet's this, whose sound 
Thus disturbs the air, and echoeth o'er the 
ground? 

Drums from the opposite side, 
n 
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And in this direction too 

Drams are heard, the muaic of the two 

la that of Mare. 

Enter dok xmiQUX. 

nntiQUE. 

Ab swift as thought, 
Haye I, Fernando, for thj presence sought. 

7XBKAKBO. 

Brother, what hath happened ? 

SITBIQITS. 

These loud echoes 
Bise from thetroopsof Ees,and firomMorooicoX 
For Taradante hither flies 
With succour to the king of Fez, who comes 

likewise. 
Swollen with pride with all his troops around, 
So that two mighty armies ours surround. 
And their circling lines extend so &r, 
That we invadera and invaded are ; 
If upon one we turn our backs. 
Badly we'll bear the other's fierce attacks. 
For here and there around our leagured line 
The dazizling lightnings of red Mars outshine : 
What shall we do in such disastrous plight P 

What? Why in the fight, 

With fearless minds, we'll die as brave men 

should. 
Are we not Mastera ? — Princes of the blood ? 
Although it were enough that we had been 
Two Portuguese, that never could be seen 
Upon our mces any mark of fear : 
Let Avis, then, and Christ our Saviour dear, 
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Be our reBounding battle-cry, 
liet us for the fiith now die, 
Since our death was here foreseen. 

JSkUer DOK jriJiT, 

TUAJSr, 

Our landing here has most unlucky been. 

This is no time to think of means gone by, 
Upon our swords alone for help let us rely. 
Since we betwixt two armies* loud alarms 
Are placed — ^Avis and Christ ! — 

To arms ! to arms ! 
T^hey enter with drawn awards. Sounds of a 
battle are heard. 

Enter bbito. 

Since betwixt two armies we 

Are placed, there is no human remedy. 

What a scurvy speech is this ! 

Would that the Key that locks the realms of 

bliss 
In yonder sky, would open but a chink. 
Through which securely a poor wretch might 

slink 
Who hath wandered to this spot, 
Nor knoweth wherefore or for what ; 
But I wiU pretend to die. 
Hoping, hereafter, death will pass me by. 

He lies doton on the ground. 

Enter a Moor fighting with noK ikbiqvs. 

MOOB. 

Who is it that thus his breast defendeth 
Against my arm, which like a bolt descendeth 
From the iourth sphere of the skies ? 

D 2 
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XKBIQUl. 

One who, though he stumbles, falls, and dies 
Upon his fellow Christian's corses, — 
Dreads no liying foeman's forces, — 
For who I am, let this be said. 

They walk over bbito and eosewnt. 

Enter mtley and bok jttak coxm^o in conflict, 

irULBT. 

Valiant Portuguese, to see 
Thj strength so great doth grieve not me, 
Por I woidd wish that thou shouldst gain 
The victory to-day. 

Oh ! bitter pain. 
Without consideration do I tread 
Upon these corses of the Christian dead ! — 

BBITO, aside. 

I would let him pardoned be, 

If my lord woula lightlier tread on me. 

MuUy and Juan eceeunt 

Enter noN fxbkaitdo retvring lefore the kikg and 

the MooTB^ 

Yield thy sword, brave Portuguese^ 
If my hand alive can seize 
And keep you captive, I do vow 
To be thy fiiend : say, who ait thou P 

A cavalier: no more reply 
Expect to hear : now let me di< 
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JVtfsr soar juajt amdpiacn hknMdflnf ku 

JUAK. 

First, great lord, mj Inieast will be 
A diamond wall to shelter thee, 
Placed before thee in the strife 
I still win guard thj princely life. 
Now, mj Fernando, b j thy deeds declare 
The race of which thou art the heir. 



If this I hear, what more do I expect ? 
Suspend yoxir arms !-^no happier effect 
Prom this day's glory any more can be, 
This prize is victory enough for me : — 
If you must die, or else a captive be, 
Accept the sentence given by fate's decree : 
Thy sword, Fernando, — ^give it up to mOj 
The King of Fez. 

JSJnter mttlet. 

MULIY, oHde. 

Ah ! who is this I see ? — 

PBEITAirDO. 

Only unto a king's hand would I loose it : 
Indeed, 'twere desperation to refuse it. 

Unter noN enbiqub. 

ENBIQVB. 

Is my brother taken P — 

Do not thou, 
Bnrique, add to my misfortune now 



» 



Bf jourlaiiiaitixig. Fate lii^Iesscnui grants, 
Efen in the common accidents of chance. 



Enriaoey in mj power 

Lies Dmi Fernando, and although this hour, 

Showing the Tantage I hare won 

I conld command your deaths; yet, as I've 

done 
Nsoght to daj, but in m j own defence, 
I can the easier with jour blood dispense, 
Since to me smriyes 
A wider fame, b j sparing of your lires ; 
And that yem [to HmriqM^'] may bring 
With greater speed his ransom from the king, 
Do you return : but in my power 
Fernando stays, until doth shine the hour 
That you return to set him firee : — 
But say to Edward, that will never be. 
That Tain are all entreaties and demands, 
Till Ceuta is surrendered to my hands ; — 
And now, your Highness, my illustrious foe, 
To whom that grefSaiess I shall owe, 
Gome to Fez with me. 

Igo 
To that sphere, whose rays I follow here 
below. 

mtjley, aHde, 

Must I ever mourn. 

By friendship's ties, and love's suspicions torn ! 

FEBKANDO. 

Enrique, though a prisoner here, 

Nor late, nor fortune's malice do I fear : 



Say to our brother, be thou of strong heart, 
And firmly act a Christian prince's part 
In mj misfortunes. 

EimiQUE. 

Who is so unjust. 
That would his magnaiumity diatrust ? 

TSBKAKDO. 

This again I charge ;^ou, and I say, 
Let him act the Christian. 

BliTBIQUB. 

I obey, 
And Yow full early to return as such. 

PEBKAKDO. 

Let me embrace thee. 

Is it not too much 
That thou a captive still new bonds dost take P 

JPokk him in his arms. 

FXBKANDO. 

Adieu, Don Juan. 

JUAisr. 

I will not forsake 
My gracious prince, so drive me not away ! 

PXBKAKDO. 

O loyal friend ! 

XKBIQVB. 

O most unhappy day! 
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"FSBJ^ASDO. 



Say to the king but no, 'tis better say 

Nothing; in silence, which my grief doth 

smother, 
Bear thou these tears unto the king, my 

brother. 

Exeimt. 

Enter tvoo MoorSf who see bbito lyvng as dead. 

TIBST MOOB. 

Here is a Christian lying dead. 

SEOOin) MOOB. 

Let uSy lest a plague should spread. 
Throw these corses in the sea. 

BBITO, starting tip. 

First your sculls must opened be 
By such cuts and thrusts as these ; 
For, even dead, we still are Portuguese. 

Xkii^ pursuing them vnth his sword. 



BITD or THB riBST ACT. 
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ACT n. 
SCENE L — JL uovvTAm distbict iteab fez. 

JEnter fhekix. 

PHXI7IX. 

Estrella! Zara! Bosa! no, 
No one answers to my calling ! 

MTTLET, entering. 

One attends thee, like the fSdling 
Shadow which the sun doth throw 
Off its radiant disk. For thou 
Dost a sun to me appear — 
Who am the shadow that it hath. 
As I roamed this mountain path, 
Thy sweet voice re-echoed near. 
What hath happened lady ? 



Hear, 
If I can its nature state : 
Flattering, free, ungrateful, glides 
Sweet and smooth, with peaceful tides, 
A crystal fountain, all elate 
With waves of molten silver plate. 
Flattering, for it proferreth 
Speech enou£;h, yet doth not feel ; 
Smooth, for it can well conceal ; 
Free, for loud it uttereth ; 
Sweet, because it murmureth ; 
And ungrateful, for it flies ! 
To that fountain's shady place. 
Wearied with a wild beast's chase, 
Came I with a glad surprise. 
For its fresh green canopies 
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Promised rest and relaxation ; 
Being upon one side bound 
By a gentle hillock, crowned 
with (as if for jubilation) 
Wreaths of jasmine and ^nation, 
Which a shade of crimson light 
Flung upon my emerald bed. 
Scarcely had I rendered 
Up my soul to the delight 
Of sohtude, when, 'mid the bright 
Leaves, did me a sound alarm ; 
I attentive looked, and saw 
An ancient dame of Africa — 
A spirit in a human form, 
Marked with all that can deform — 
Wrinkles, scowling, haggard, dark— *• 
A living skeleton, a shade ; 
But as if with features made 
Of a tree's trunk, rude and stark. 
Wrapt in rough, unpolished bark ; 
With miQgled melancholy and 
Sadness — doleful passions these. 
That my heart's blood she might freeze, 
She did take me by the hand, 
I, to be like her, md stand 
Tree-like, rooted to the ground ; 
Ice ran freezing through each vein 
At her touch, and through my brain 
Venomed horror flew its round. 
She, vdth scarce articulate sound, 
Thus appeared to speak to me — 
" Hapless woman ! fated woe ! 
Since, with all thy beauteous show, 
All the graces crowning thee. 
Thou a corse's prize must be !" 
Thus she said, and thus I live 
Sadly since, or rather die. 
Waiting till the .prophecy 
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Whicli that tree-like fugitive 
Did witli doubtful meaning give— 
Which that prophet, through the force 
Of fate fulfilled without remorse- 
Is fulfilled hj destiny. 
"Woe is me ! for I must be • 
The worthless guerdon of a corse ! 

JEJxit, 

MTJLEY. 

It is easy to explain 

This illusion, or this dream, 

Since, indeed, it doth but seem 

An image of my bosom's pain : 

Tarudante is to gain 

Thee ; but though my heart doth burst 

At the thought, my wrath and hate 

Shall compel his joy to wait. 

Never shall occur the worst, 

ITntil he shall slay me first ! 

I may lose thee, that may be, 

But I cannot lose and live : 

Since my life I then must give, 

Ere I come that hour to see. 

The life that must abandon me 

Is the price that buyeth thee ; 

Thou wilt then too surely be 

The guerdon of a corse-^for I 

ShaU be seen to pine and die 

Through envy, love, and jealousy. 

Miter three Christian captives with the Iitfante 

DOIT FEBNAITDO. 

riBST OAPrrvB. 
From the royal gardens near. 
Where we work, we saw your Grace 
Lately going to the chase. 
And together we come here, 
At your feet, in tears, to throw us. 
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SSOOKD CAPTIYB. 

'Tie the only consolation 
Heaven dotn grant our situation. 

THIBD CAPTIYB. 

It, in tluB, doth pity show us. 

PBBi!rAia)0. 

Friends, come, let my arms enfold you ; 

And, God knows, if I, with these. 

Could your necks a moment ease 

Of the knots and bonds that hold you. 

They would give you liberty, 

Even before myself. But neaven 

May this punishment have given 

As a favour, it may be, 

As a blessing, if we knew it. 

Fate may better grow ere long ; 

No misfortune is so strong 

But that patience may subdue it. 

Bear with that whatever sorrow 

Time or fortune makes you see ; 

For that fickle deity, 

Now a flower, a corse to-morrow, 

Ever changing o'er and o'er — 

Tours may alter in a trice ; 

But, Gk)d ! to give advice 

To the needy, and no more, 

Is not wisdom. I would give 

Gladly aught that would relieve you, 

But, alas, I've naught to give you ; 

Tou the want, my friends, forgive. 

I, from Portugal, expect 

Succour — it wiU quickly come ; 

Tours will be whatever sum 

May be sent for that effect 
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I desire it but for ye, 

If thej oome to lead away 

Me fironi slayeiy, I say 

That you all must come with me : — 

Oto, in G-od's name, to your tasks, 

No offence, your masters giving. 

FIBST CAPnVlfi. 

Lord, to know that thou art living, 
Is the only joy that asks 
Our enslavement. 

SICOKD CAPTIVE. 

May the years 
Of the Phenix be out few 
To those granted unto you. 
Gracious lord, to live. 
2^ captwea go out. 

^BBKAKDO. 

* 

With tears 
Must the soul refuse relief. 
Which their wretched state demands, 
Bearing nothing from my hands ; 
Who will succour them r What grief! 

MrLET. 

I have stood with admiration, 
Seeing the humane affection 
With which you the deep dejection 
Of these captives' situation 
Have relieved. 

My grief was shown 
Truly for the haplees state 
Of these captives. By their fete 
I may learn to bear my own ; 
It may be, perhaps, that some 
Day the lesson I may need. 
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MrLET. 

Says your Highness this indeed ? 

Bom an Infante, I have come 
To be a slave ; and thus, I fear. 
That from this, I yet may know 
Even a lower depth of woe ; 
For the distance is less near 
From an Infante, a king's brother, 
And a captive, than can be 
'Twixt degrees of slavery. 
One day followeth another, 
And thus sorrow follows sorrow, 
Pains with pains thus intertwine. 

MITLET. 

Would no heavier pain were mine ! 
You, your Highness, may to-morrow 
(Though to-day you here remain 
In a brief captivity). 
Tour dear native country see ; 
But for me all hope is vain. 
Fortune never will be seen 
To grow kinder unto me. 
Though the moon less fickle be. 

EEBNAITDO. 

At the court of Fez I've been 
Now some time, yet you have not, 
Of the love you once confest. 
Told me aught. 

MT7LET. 

Within my breast 
Lie the favours I have got ; 
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Those I've sworn to conceal : 
But to friendsliip's laws I bow, 
Without breaking of my row, 
I a little may reyeal : — 
Without equal is her scorn, 
So the grief my heart doth prove, 
Por the Phenix and my love 
Were without their fellow born. 
In seeing, hearing, and concealing 
A Phenix, is my every thought ; 
A Phenix every love-distraught 
Apprehension, fear, and feelmg ; 
It is a Phenix that doth ope 
The source of every pain and tear. 
To feel I merit her yet fear, 
A Phenix also is my hope. 
The passion that I late revealed 
Is now the Phenix I discover ; 
Thus, as a friend, and as a lover, 
I both have spoken and concealed. 



Exit, 



PBBNANDO. 

With heart as skilful as discreet. 
He thus his lady's name makes plain. 
But if a Phenix be his pain, 
I with it cannot compete : — 
Mine is but a common paiu, 
And calmly should be borne as such, 
Many have endured as much 
Without boasts or wailings vain. 

Enter the king. 

By this mountain's brow, your Highness, 
Have I to overtake you ridden. 
That before the sun in coral 
And in pearly clouds is hidden, 



46 SHE ooKiTAirr pbikci. 

You the struggles of a tiger 
In the meshes mieht admire, 
Eor a circle now is closing 
Bound it by the huntsmen. 

riBKAlTDO. 

Sire, 
Every moment art thou planning 
Means of pleasing me. If this 
Is the way thy slaves thou f^test. 
They will not their country miss. 

Captives of such rare endowments. 
That they to their owner pay 
Highest honour, is the reason 
They are treated in this way. 

Snter noir jtjak. 

DON JUAN. 

Come, my lord, unto the sea-shore, 
And behold the Purest creature 
That the hand of art e'er fashioned. 
Or the mystic power of nature. 
For, but now, a Christian galley 
To our port has come ; so fair. 
That although her darkened bulwarks 
Black and mournful colours wear, 
Still, the wonder is how sorrow, 
Thus, the eye, like gladness, charms. 
Erom her topmasts gaily flutter 
Portugal's emblazoned arms ; 
Since th^ In£Euite is a captive, 
I Thus they mourn his slavery — 
Thus express the people's sorrow. 
Though they come to set him free. 
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No, mj fiiend, Don Juan, no ; 
This is not their cause of monming, 
If thej came to set me free, 
On the fidth of my returning, 
Joyful would their signals be. 

Enter DOisf eitriqije dressed in mourning, and 
holding an open paper in his hand. 

EiTBiQTJE (to the King). 
Let me, mi^ity lord, embrace thee ! 

KING. 

May your Highness' years endure ; 

p£Bi!rAin)0 (to Don Jua/n), 
Ah ! my death is sure, Don Juan. 

KINO ifo Muley). 
Ah ! Muley, my joy is sure ! 

Now that of your royal welfare, 
I, your presence may believe ; 
Thou wilt, to embrace my brother, 
Migh^ monarch, giye me leave. 
Ah ! Fernando ! 

They embrace. 

VEBNAin)0. 

My Enrique, 
Ah ! what garb is this ? — but stay. 
Fully have your eyes informed me, 
Nothing need your tongue now say ; 
Do not weep : if 'tis to tell me 
Ever must my slavery be — 

E 
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This is what my soul desireth ; 
Thanks you should have asked from me, 
And in place of grief and mourning 
Worn a gala festal suit. 
How is my lord, the King ? If well, 
Nothing can 1 dread : — thou'rt mute ! 

ENEIQUE. 

Since our sorrows, when repeated. 
Doubly touch affliction's chord, 
I desire that you should feel them 
Only once. Attend, great lord, 

To the King. 
Tor, although a rustic palace 
This wild rugged mountain be. 
Still, I ask you give me audience. 
To this captive liberty. 
And attention to my tidings. 
Tom, and tempest-tossed, the fleet, 
Which, with empty pride, so lately 
Trod the waves beneath its feet, 
Leaving here in Africar- 
Thine and his own thoughts the prey — 
The Infante's person taken, 
Back to Lisbon took its way. 
Prom the moment that King Edward 
Heard the tragic news he pined, 
For his heart was covered over 
With a sadness, and his mind 
Passing from the melancholy 
Which oppressed it first, gave way 
To a lethargy, and dying. 
Gave the lie to those who say 
Human sorrows are not mortal — 
(Ah ! how vainly this is said !) 
Por our brother, Don Pemando, 
Por the King himself is dead ! 
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PEBi!rAin)0. 

Woe is me ! how dear hath proved 
My detention ! 

This misfortune, 
Allah knows, my heart hath moved. 
Continue: — 

ENBIQTJB. 

In his will when dying, 
Thus, my lord, the King did say : — 
That for the Infante's person 
Ceuta should be given straightway ; 
Thus it is, that with full powers 
From Alphonso I have run 
(He the rising star of morning 
That supplies the absent sun) 
Hither, to yield up that city ; 
And since 

rBBNATTDO. 

Ah ! do not proceed ; 
Cease, Enrique, for such language 
Is unworthy, not indeed 
Of a Portuguese Infante, 
Of a knight that doth profess 
Christ's religion, but of even 
The most vile, whose barbarousness 
Never was illuminated 
By Christ's everlasting laws. 
If my brother, now in heaven, 
In his will did leave this clause, 
It was not that you should read it 
Strictly, but he meant thereby. 
That he so desired my freedom : 
All proper methods you should try, 
Whether peaceable or warlike, 

E 2 
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Sach a tinin, nj heait ii dofCB, 

And my hair doA afemd on end. 

And my bod^ toemUea off«v 

For it was not the fini time 

Stalls and staUee gate a ]o^;iiig 

Unto God. But oh ! tiie crime 

Of becoming moeq[iies! It 

like an epitsph — a wide 

Mark of in&my miifl^ing — 

Saying, Heie did GM abideiy 

And the ChristiaiiB now denj it, 

Giving it a gift instead 

To the dennm! Sesiedly ewer 

(As 18 ordinanly said) 

Does a man offinid another 

In his own hoose. Can it be, 

Crime should enter thns Ckid'a mansiim. 

To offend him there ; and 

We ourselves become his 

We admit his impious 

And, to let the demon enter. 

Driving ihe Almighty out P 

And the Catholics^ tbere ~ 

With their goods and famiKea, 

Must prevaricate h^iceforwaid 

With the £uth, or peril these. 

Were it prop^ to oecasitm 

This contingency of sin 

By our oonauct ? And the tendor 

Little ones that dwell therein, — 

Were it right, these helpless CfaristiaDa, 

From the Moors, through our neglect 

Should adopt their rites and customa, 

And grow up as of their sect 

In a miserable thraldom P 

Is it right, one life should oost 

Many fives ? and thai one being 
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Of no import if 'twere lost ? 
Who am I ? Am I then greater 
Than a man ? for if to be 
An Infante makes distinction, 
I'm a slave. Nobility 
Cannot be a slave's adornment. 
I am one ; then wrong is he 
Who doth call me an Infante. 
And, if so, who gives advice. 
That the poor life of a captive 
Should be bought at such a price ? 
Death is but the loss of being, — 
I lost mine amid the fight ; 
That being gone, my life departed, — 
Being dead, it is not right 
That so many lives should perish 
Por the ransom of a corse ! 
So, these vain and idle powers. 
Thus I tear without remorse. 

Tears the paper. 
Let them be- the sunbeam's atoms, 
Or the sparkles of the fire, — 
No, 'tis best that I devour them, 
Por my soul doth not desire 
That there should survive a letter 
Which would tell the world, the brave 
Lusitanian spirit ever 
Thought of this. I am thy slave. 
And, O King, dispose and order 
Of my freedom as you please, 
For I would, nor could accept it 
On unworthy terms like these : 
Thou, Enrique, home returning, 
Say, in Afiica I lie 
Buried, for my life I'll fashion 
As if I did truly die : — 
Christians, dead is Don Fernando ; 
Moors, a slave to you remains ; 
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Captives, you have a companion, 

Wno to-day doth share your pains : 

Heaven, a man restores your churches 

Back to holy cahn and peace ; 

Sea, a wretch remains, with weeping 

All your billows to increase ; 

Mountains, on ye dwells a mourner 

Like the wild beasts soon to grow ; 

Wind, a poor man with his sighing 

Doubleth all that thou canst blow ; 

Earth, a corse within thy entrails 

Comes to-day to lay his bones. 

For King, Brother, Moors and Christians, 

Sun, and moon, and starry zones. 

Wind and sea, and earth and heaven, 

Wild beasts, lulls — ^let this convince 

All of ye, in pains and sorrows. 

How to-day a constant Prince 

Loves the Catholic faith to honour, 

And the law of God to hold. 

If there were no other reason, 

But' that Ceuta doth enfold 

A divine church consecrated 

To the eternal reverence 

Of the Conception of our Lady, 

Queen of heaven and earth's events, 

I would lose, so she be honoured, 

Myriad lives in her defence, 

KING, 

Thankless, thoughtless, both of us. 
And of the great pride and glory 
Of our kingdom ; Is it thus 
You deprive me, you deny me 
What my heart desires so much ? 
But if in my realms you govern 
More than in yoiur own, can such 
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Servitude aught else conduct to P 

But that I may now engrave 

On your mind, you are my captive, 

I will treat you as my slave, — 

That your &iends herfe, that vour brother, 

To their eyes may give belief. 

That you kiss my feet as vassal. 

Fernando kneels at the Kind's feet. 

EITRIQUE. 

What misfortune ! — 

HTJLEY, aside. 

Oh ! what grief ! 

ENBIQXTE. 

What calamity ! 

JTTAN. 

What anguish ! 

KTSQ, 

Now thou art my slave. 

PBEKAITDO. 

'Tistrue, 
Small in this, though, is your vengeance. 
For as if all mankind do, 
Man one day doth leave earth's bosom, 
'Tis but to return to her 
At the end of various journeys ; 
But to thank you, I prefer 
To reproachings. Since you teadi me, 
Even m this way, how best 
By the shortest road to reach to 
l^j eternal wiahed-for rest. 



k 
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KING. 

Being now a slave, you cannot 
Titles hold, or rents possess ; 
Ceuta now is in thy power. 
If, as slave, thou dost confess 
That as master I am thine, 
Why not, therefore, give me Ceuta ? 

Because 'tis God's, and is not mine. 

KING. 

Is it not a well-known precept, 
That a slave in all things must 
Be obedient to his master ? 
Be so now. 

rEENANDO. 

In all things just, 
Heaven, no doubt, commands obedience. 
And no slave should fail therein ; 
But, if it should chance, the master 
Should command the slave to sin. 
Then there is no obligation 
To obey him : he who sins 
When commanded, no less sinneth. 

KING. 

Thou must die. 

rBBNANDO. 

Then life begins. 

KING. 

That this blessing may not happen, 
Bather dying live : thou'lt see 
I can be cruel. 

TEBNANDO. 

And I patient. 
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xisa. 
Thou'lt neyer gain thy liberty. 

FEBNANDO. 

Thou'lt never be the lord of Ceuta. 

KING. 

Ho! there. 

Unter selim. 

SELIM. 

My lord ? 

Immediately 
Let this captive here be treated 
Like the otners : let' him be 
Laden neck and feet with fetters ; 
Let him tend my horses' stall, 
And the baths and gardens ; so that 
He be humbled as are all ; 
Let him wear no silken dresses, 
But poor lowly serge instead ; 
Let him eat black bread, and swallow 
Brackish water ; let his bed 
Be in dark and humid dungeons. 
And to all who on him wait, 
Let this sentence be extended : — 
Hence remove them ! 

ENBIQUE. 

What a fate ! 

MULEY, aside. 
How unmerited ! 

JUAir. 

What sorrow ! 
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KING. 

Now I'll see, 'twixt thee and me, 
Barbanan, if thy patience lasteth 
Like my wrath. 

TEBNANDO. 

Yes, thou shalt see, 
For with me it is eternal. 

He is led out. 

KINO. 

Enrique, as my hand is given, 

I permit thee to withdraw. 

And to Lisbon, back returning. 

Leave the sea of Africa ; 

Say at home, that their Lifante, 

Their Grand Master, dwells with me. 

Occupied about my horses. 

Let them come to set him free. 

ENEIQTJE. 

They will do so. If I leave him 

In this wretched misery. 

And my heart bleeds, that I cannot 

In it his companion be, 

*Tis because I hope the sooner. 

Coming in an army's van, 

To return to give him freedom. 

KINO. 

Well, thou'lt do so, if you can. 

MULEY, aside. 

Now has come a fit occasion 
All my gratitude to show, 
.Life I owe unto Fernando, 
And I'll pay the debt I owe. 

JExetmf 



60 THE OOKSTAlfT PBIVOE. 



SCENE II. — THE king's gaeden. 

3nter selim and don feenando dressed as a slave, 

and in chains, 

selim. 

The King commands that you assist 
In this garden ; do thou not resist, 
Disobeying what he hath decreed. 

Exit 

EEENAKDO. 

My patience shall his cnielty exceed. 

Enter some Christian captives ; one siaigs while the 
others dig in the garden, 

EIEST CAPTIVE sings. 

To the conquest of Tangiers, 
'Gtunst the tyrant king of Fez, 
The Infante Don Eernando 
Did the king, his brother, send. 

EEEKANDO. 

There's not a moment but my story will 
The sorrowing memory of mankind fill ! 
I am sad and troubled sore. 

SECOKD CAPTIVE. 

Captive, why to sorrow thus give o'er ? 
Do not weep — ^be cheerful — ^the Grand Master 
Said, he would bring from out of this disaster 
Back to his country every captive here. 

rESNAin)0, a,side. 
How soon this cheering hope must disappear ! 
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SSCOITi) CAPTIYX. 

Console yourself^ and tmat to fortune's 

powers, 
Assist me now to irrigate these flowers, 
Take thou two pails, and water bring this 

way 
From yonder pond. 

FEBKAiTDO, aside, 

I struggle to obey : — 
A fitting burden hare you oid me boJEir, 
Since it is water that you ask me, which my 

care 
Sowing sorrows, cultivating sighs, 
Can flu from out the currents of mine eyes I 

Exit* 

SECOin) CAPTIYB. 

To the prison quarters they are leading 
Other captives. 

JEnter don jtjak and other captives, 

JiJAir. 

Let us look with careful heeding, 
If these shady gardens screen him, 
Or, perchance, these captives may have seen 

him, 
For when in his company, 
Less our sorrow and our grief will be. 
And more our consolation : 
Tell me, Mend, and may heaven compensation 
Grrant you for it ! Have you seen his grace 
Fernando, the Grand Master, working in this 

place? 

SEOOin) OAPTIVB. 

No, friend, him I have not seen. 
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JFAN. 

Scarcely can I, my tears and sorrow screen. 

THIED OAPTIYE. 

I repeat, they ope our prison bounds, 
And lead new captives to these garden 
grounds. 

Enter don teeitando carrying two pails of water. 

Mortals, do not wonder at surveying 
A grand master of Avis, an Infante, playing 
Such an ignoble part ; for Time 
Oft acts these tragic scenes upon his stage 
sublime. 

jrAN. 

It is my lord ! — ^but oh ! 'tis past belief 
I see your Highness in this state : with grief, 
"Withm my breast, my heart doth burst in 
twain! 

TEEKAITDO. 

May Gk)d forgive you, for the unconscious 

pain, 
Don Juan, you have caused in thus revealing 
"Who I am. I hoped, my rank concealing. 
Among my countrymen to live unknown, 
And make their wretched poverty my own. 

FIEST CAPTIVE. 

My lord, for pardon I most humbly sue. 
Being but now so rude and blind to you. 

THIED CAPTIVE. 

Let me embrace your feet, my lord. 
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FEBIifAVDO. 

My Mend, 
Arise: these ceremonies now must end. 

JUAK. 

Tour Highness 

Highness ! how can one be so, 
Condemned to lead a life so meanly low ? 
See that an humbler name I crave, 
Por I will live among you as a slave, 
Only as an equal and a friend 
I must be treated. 

JUAN. 

"Why does Heaven not send 
Its dreadful bolt to crush me with the slain ? 

rEENANDO. 

A man of noble soul should ne'er complaia 
Of fate, Don Juan : who distrusts in heaven ? 
Now an example should by us be given 
Of prudence, valour, fortitude, my friend. 

Enter zaea with a basket. 

The lady Phenix hither doth descend, 

And commands, with flowers of various shade, 

A garland for this basket should be made. 

EEEIifAErDO. 

I hope to bring them to her, presently ; 
First in this pleasing service let me be. 

riEST CAPTIVE. 

Let us, at least, assist you as you cull. 

ZAEA. 

Here I await you, while the flowers you pull. 



P^ me no idle vrourtesy, 

^Tiii it* OUT :«ght tzt-day a vHiferaice stnke. 
Desck cornea taa-minsrow jsui makes all things 

Iik& 
Ic wore nut wisdom. di£3i. but caoae of sorrow 
Sot to do now wiisc mosc be done to-morrow. 

^Exewmt the E5ZA5TX om^ ^iitf Gip^Yv^^, they 
fiHawimg him re^pectfiUljf, 

PHun. 

Hsfe TOO. (sdoed diej dboold eitoose me 
Some freak liowars? 

ZABA. 

I 90 bsre ordered. 

¥WKSTSL 

In n^ troubled and diaordoed 
State, their cdoora mar amnae me. 

SOSA. 

Ladj, I in wonder lose me, 
Seemg fantasies continue 
Thus to melancholy win joo. 

ZASA. 

What controls thee thus, what kw ? 

FHKnx. 

Ah, it was no dream I saw 

When I lay with frozen sinew. 

But my own impending woe. 

When a wretch doth dream with pleasure 

That he owns some wished-for treasure, 

Zara, I avow and know 
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That his bliss is only seeming ; 
But if he continues dreaming 
That his fortune hath forsaken, 
And that ruin hath o'ertaken, 
Though both good and evil wind 
Through his dreams, the wretch doth find 
But the last when he doth waken ! 
Thus will be my fate ; ah I me. 
Pitiless, without remorse. 

ZABA. 

What remaineth for a corse, 

If now you mourn thus piteously ? 

PHEiax. 

Ah ! 'tis the &te reserved for ine. 
The guerdon of a corse ! — ^what eye 
Ever saw such misery ? 
Naught remains to me but sighs ; 
Must I be a corse's prize P 
Who will be that corse then ? — 

Unter rsBiTAKno ivith the flowers. ^ 

I! 

PHEiax. 
Who is this, heavens ! I view ? 

FSSNAKDO. 

What disturbs thee ? 

PHEKIX. 

Hearini;, seeing 
Such a wretched state of being P 

I can well believe that true : 
Wishing, lady, upon you 
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To attend in hmnble duty, 

I have brought thee flowers, whose beauty 

^rpifies my fate, Senora ; 

Tney are bom with Aurora, 

Ana they perish ere the dew. 

PHBBTX. 

When this marvel came to light 
It was given a fitting name. 

FEBKAITDO. 

Is not every flower the same 
That I bear thee in this plight? 

PULB^iX. 

It is true, but say whose spite 
Caused this novelty p 

PEBKAKDO. 

My fate. 

PHENIX. 

Is it then so strong P 

PEBN'Ain)0. 

So great. 

PHEKIX. 

Tou afflict me. 

Do not grieve. 

PHEBIX. 

Why? 

PEBKAKSO. 

Because a man doth live 
Death and fortune's abject mate. 
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PUSNIX. 

Are you not Fernando ? 

FEBIifAKDO. 

Tes. 

PHXIOZ. 

Changed by what ? 

PSBNAITDO. 

The laws that wring 
Captive soxds. 

PHEinz. 

By whom ? 

ESBNAKDO. 

The King. 

PHEIOX. 

Why? 

PEBNAin)0. 

My life he doth possess. 

PHEinx. 
To-day I saw him thee caress. 

PEBNAKDO. 

And yet he doth abhor me now. 

PHEIfflX. 

How can it be that he and thou 
So late conjoined, twin stars of light, 
But one short day could disunite ? 

PBEisrAin)0. 

These flowers have come to tell thee how. — 

p2 
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These flowers awoke in beauty and delight, 
At early dawn, when stars began to set-- 
At eve they leave us but a fond regret, — 
Locked in the cold embraces of the night. 
These shades that shame the rainbow's arch of light, 
Where gold and snow in purple pomp are met, 
All give a warning, man should not forget, 
When one brief day can darken things so bright. 
'Tis but to wither that the roses bloom — 
'Tis to grow old they bear their beauteous flowers. 
One crimson bud their cradle and their tomb. 
Such are man's fortunes in this world of ours ; 
They live, they die, one day doth end their doom. 
For ages past but seem to us like hours ! 

PHENIX. 

Horror, terror, make me fear thee ; 
I nor wish to see nor hear thee. 
Be thou then the first of those 
Whose woe hath scared another^s woes. 

rEBNANDO. 

And the flowers P 

PHBNIX. 

If they can bear thee 
Emblems of mortality, 
Let them broken, scattered be ; — 
They must know my wrath alone. 

For what fault must they atone ? 

PHEinx. 
Like to stars they seem to me. 

FEBNAJTDO. 

Then you do not wish them ? 
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No; 
All their rosy light I scoin. 

FSBHAKDO. 

Why? 

PUJUIiX. 

A woman is, when bom, 
Subject to life's common foe, 
And to fortune's overthrow, 
Which methonght this star did figure. 

FESKAKDO. 

Are the stars like flowers P 



PiLltNUL 



FSBKAKDO. 



'Tisso. 



This I do not see, although 
I myself have wept their rigour. 

pHXinx. 

Listen. 

ESSSTAITDO. 

Speak, I wish to know. 

PHEira. 

These points of light, these sparkles of pure fire. 
Their twinkling splendours boldly torn away 
From the reluctant sirn's departing ray. 
Live when the beams in mournful gloom retire. 
These are the flowers of night that glad Heaven's 

choir, 
And o'er the vault their transient odours play. 
For if the life of flowers is but one day, 
Li one short night the brightest stare expire. 



70 THB OOKSTAITT PBIKOS. 

But still we ask the fortunes of our lives, 

Even from this flattering spring-tide of the skies, 

'Tis good or ill, as sirn or star survives. 

Oh ! what duration is there P who relies 

Upon a star P or hope from it derives, 

That every night is oom again and dies P 

Exit. 

Enter mtjlbt. 

MULEY. 

Until Phenix had departed, 
Here I hid me from her sight, 
Eor the most adoring eagle 
Elieth sometimes from the light ; 
Are we now alone ? 

T£Bl!fAia)0. 

Yes. 



MTJLET. 



Hear me ! 



TEBIifAJrDO. 

Brave Mul^j, what is thy will ? 



MTJLET. 



That you know — ^that faith and honour 
Warm a Moorish hosom still. 
I know not how first to speak of, 
How to think of, such a crime ! — 
How to tell the pain I've suffered 
Eor this fickle frown of Time ! 
Por this ruin, this injustice ! 
This dark boon that JPortune grants, 
This, the world's most sad example, — 
This inconstancy of chance ! 
But I run some risk if people 
See me speaking here to thee, 
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Eor, without respect to treat 70a 

Is the kind's prodaiined decree; 

And thus, leaying to mj warrcfw 

What my yoice would uan repeat. 

Let it tell, I come to throw me, 

As thy slaye, before thj feet. 

I am thine, and thus^ In&nte, 

I come here, but not to show 

Fayour to a fallen foemao, 

But to pay the debt I owe ! 

The existence you haveeiyen me 

I return thee, for indeed 

A good action is a treasure 

Oimrded for the doer's need : 

And since here I stand foot-fiwtened 

By the unseen chains of fear — 

Aiid aboye my neck and bosom 

Knife and cord han^ threatening near — 

I desire, in briefest languM;e, 

To inform you in one wor^ 

That to-night I will haye r^y 

By the shore, a yessel moored. 

Full equipped ; and in the loop-holes 

Of the cells, I shall pr^are 

Instruments, which will unfiMten 

Those unworthy chains you wear. 

On the outside of your dungeons 

I myself the locks will br^ ; 

So that you and all the captiyes 

Prisoned now in Fez, may take 

Tour departure for your country; 

Ana be certain, that I stay 

Here in Fez secure from danger ; 

Since I easily can say 

That they overpowered their masters. 

And escaped amid the strife. 

Thus we two will put in saCMy 

I my honour, you your life ; 
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Though 'tis certain — ^if it reacheth 
The King's ear, I let thee fly — 
He will k«at me as a traitor ; 
But I shall not grieve to die : 
And as money may be needful 
To conciliate the will 
Of those near you, see these jewels. 
Golden treasures amply fill 
Their minute, but rich proportions ; 
This, Fernando, is the way 
That I give to thee my ransom, 
Thus my obligation pay. 
For a true and noble captive 
Ne'er should rest, until he bring 
Payment back for such a favour. 

FEBKAKDO. 

I would wish indeed to thank you 
For my freedom ; but the King 
Cometh to the garden. 

MTLET. 

Has he 
Seen you with me ? 



FEBN'Ain>0. 



MUL£Y. 



'Twere suspicious. 



No. 



If seen, 



FSBKAITDO. 

Of these branches 
I will make a rustic screen. 
Which will lude me while he passes. 

Conceals himself. 
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JSnfer ihe x^nre. 

K£sa, tuide. 

Ah ! in secret stand Mnlfy 

And Fernando ! why in seeing 

Me, does one thus go awaj, 

And the other thus dissemble P 

Th^ is some concealment here. 

Be it certain or not certain^ 

I must be secure firom fear 

Of all treason. [AUmd.'] I am happy. 



MUIiEY. 



Lord, I greet thee on my knee. 



Here to find thee ! 

ICXTLBT. 

Speak thy orders. 

Much it grieves me, not to see 
Ceuta mine. 

HTLXT. 

Then to its conquest. 
Crowned with wreaths of laurel, wend ; 
For their swords against thy valour 
Badly can its walls defend. 

By a more domestic warfiure 
I expect to gain my end. 



innix. 



In what manner P 
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In this manner, 
I, Eemando's pride must bend, 
Giving him such rigid treatment 
That he must, or swiftly die, 
Or to me surrender Ceuta ; 
Know then, friend Mul^j, that I 
Have some cause to fear the person 
Of the Grand Master not secure, 
Now in Fez. The captives, seeing 
Him dishonoured thus, and poor, 
Will, I do not doubt, soon murmur, 
And break out in mutiny : 
Were this not so, it is certain 
Powerful interest has he ; 
And the strongest cells will open 
Ever to a golden key. 

MULEY, aaide. 

I desire now to confirm him 

In the thought that this can be, 

That he may have no suspicion 

Of myself. lAhud,'] It seems to me 

You are right — they mean to free him. 

There remains one remedy, 

That my power may not be outraged. 

HTJLET. 

And it is, my lord P 

To thee— 
To thy charge, Mul6y, to trust him — 
To thy care and custody — 
Let not fear nor interest move thee, 
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Keep him safe in field. and cell : — 

Thou art the Infante's guardian, 

Look to it, thou guard him well, 

In what circumstance soeyer 

You must be accountable. JSait. 

MTJLET. 

Without any doubt, our concert 
By the King was overheard : 
Bless me, Allah ! 

Unfer fbenaitdo. 

What afflicts thee ? 

MTJLET. 

Have you heard him ? 



Every word. 



HULEY. 



Then whv is it that you ask me 

What afflicts me ? Suflfering 

In a blind and dark confusion, 

And, between my friend and king. 

Seeing friendship thus and honour 

With each other combating ; 

If to thee I should be loyal, 

I to him must traitor be ; 

If to him continue faithM, 

Fail in gratitude to thee. 

What then can I do ? O heavens ! 

At the very time I came 

To restore you to your freedom 

He my confidence should claim, 

Thus the better to secure thee. 
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What, I ask? And if the key 
Of our secret is discovered 
By the King himself ! From thee 
Do I ask advice and counsel, 
Tell me what I ought to do ? 

FBBNANDO. 

Brave Muley, both love and fiiendship 
Are inferior to those two — 
Loyalty and upright honour. 
No one equals to a king, 
He alone nimself doth equal ; 
This then is mv counselling : 
Heed not me, but serve him truly, 
And that you may disregard 
Any fears about your honour, 
I myself will be its guard. 
Should another come to offer 
Freedom, I do promise thee 
Not to take it— that your honour 
Best inviolate with me. 

MTILET. 

Do not counsel me, Fernando, 

As loyalty, as courteously ; 

To you, I know, my life is owing. 

And that to pay you is but right. 

And so, the pmi that I projected, 

I wiU prepare against the night ; 

Be thou nree, my life remaineth 

Here to suffer in the stead 

Of thy death : secure thy freedom. 

After that I nothing dread. 

FEENANDO. 



Were it just that I should be 
So tyrannic, and so cruel 
With the man that pities me P 



THl OOlfrBTAJTF PBIKCB. 77 

And destroy his stainless honour, 
Who to me is giving life ? 
No : and thus I wish to make jou 
Umpire of my cause and life. 
Do thou give me counsel also ; 
Ought I take my liberty 
Prom a man who stays to suffer 
In my place ? and let him be 
Cruel to his dearest honour ? 
What do you advise ? 

HTJLEY. 

I know not 
Which to say, or jea or nay ; 
If the latter, it will grieve me 
That I e'er that word could say ; 
If the former — ^there is sometmng 
In my bosom that doth tell, 
That in saying "yes" unto thee, 
I do not advise tnee well. 

FSBNAITDO. 

So advise ; my God obeying. 
And what his religion says, 
I a constant Prince will show me 
Here in servitude in Fez. 



EKD OF THS BECOKD A^OT.y 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I. — A HALL IN THB OOUNTBT PALACE OF 

THE KLSGt OF FEZ. 

Unter muley and the king. 

MTJLEY, aside. 

Since all aid is unavailing, 

From the Hnes the king doth draw 

Eoimd Fernando : the detailing 

Of his suflferings may ; — the law 

Of true friendships is unfailing. [Aloud,] 

If, my lord, I thee have served, 

On land or sea, in any way, — 

If my heart hath never swerved 

From the allegiance it should pay, 

If a boon I have deserved. 

Be it thy attention. 



KINO. 



mtjley. 



Say. 



Don Fernando 

KENG. 



Say no more. 



MULEY. 



Wilt thou not hear me then, before 
You thus refuse me P 

KINO. 

No, that word 
Offends too much. 
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MXJLET. 

And why, my lord ? — 

KISGt. 

Because, now every chance is o'er 
Of doing what thou wouldst require, 
If 'tis for him that thou shouldst ask. 

MTTLEY. 

My lord, and dost thou not desire 
To know how I discharge the task 
Thyself hath given P 

Well, speak ; mine ire 
Shall ne'er be seen in pity's mask. 

MITLEY. 

Fernando, whose unhappy fate 
Survives his glory, once so great. 
Still lives, but in such abject thrall. 
That him the wondering world doth call 
A miracle of adverse fate. 
Feeling the wrath — a better word 
Perhaps would be the boundless powe 
Of thy imperial crown, my lord. 
And victim of his pride — this hour 
Doth feel a misery so abhorred, 
That he in such a place doth lie 
So lonely and so vile, that I 
Will not offend your ears to name ; 
And there, infirm, and poor, and lame, 
He asketh alms from passers by ; 
For as your orders were that he 
Should sleep but in a dungeon's murk, 
And on your steeds atten£knt be, 
And in the prison <juarters work ; 
And none should give him food, we see 
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Him BO reduced &om what he has been, 
His pallid cheek so worn and wan ; 
His tottering limbs, that make him lean 
Upon a staff; all chia.nged or gone 
His princely air, his royal mien ; 
Passmg the chilly night away 
In stony cells, as he begun, 
Still firm in his resolve. "When play, 
At length, the pure beams of the sun. 
Who is the father of the day. 
His fellow-slaves (how grieved thereat !) 
Upon a miserable mat. 
Lifting him, place him, worn and weak, 
Upon (since I the name must speak) 
A dung-heap ! for neglect begat 
A state so loathsome, none will let 
Him near their homes ; and so he lies, 
A sight no eye can e'er forget. 
Shuddering, the gazer from him flies, 
Nor feels compassion, nor regret. 
Nor word nor aid to him doth send ; 
One servant, and one faithful friend, 
A cavalier, alone remain 
To solace him amid his pain. 
And both divide, as they attend, 
"With him their scant supply of food, 
Too small for one, to do one good. 
For scarcely have the lips possessed 
The morsel, but it seeks the breast, 
The mouth not tasting as it should ; 
And even your people punish these, 
Because, by pity movea, they wait 
To give their master some slight ease, 
To them, no punishment so great. 
As that your servants, should they please, 
May rudely tear them each from each : 
While one doth leave him, to beseech 
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Some food, the other doth remain 

To give him solace in his pain 

By kindly act, or soothing speech : 

Conclude a suffering so severe. 

And draw the Prince, so please your Grace, 

Prom his sad state and dungeon drear. 

Let horror move you in the place 

Of pity's pang, or sorrow's tear. 

KING. 

'Tis v^ell, Muley. 

JEnter phenix. 

PHENIX. 

Mv lord, if ever 
I have, by dutiful endeavour. 
Deserved in aught to gain from thee 
A boon, I come, your Majesty, 
This day to ask of you a favour. 

KINO. 

What could I then denv to thee ? 

PHENIX. 

The Prince Fernando 



KINO. 

Oh ! 'tis weU,— 
Of this, no further speak to me ! 

PHENIX. 

No human tongue has power to tell 
The horror of his state. Prom thee 
It was my only wish to pray 

KINO. 

Oh ! Phenix, cease, be silent, stay, 
Who is it that Fernando then 
Thus makes an outcast among men F 
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Thus slowl J kDleth day by day P 
If he, for being madly brave, 
And obstinate in a wild resolve, 
Thus pines away, a lonely slave. 
And sees the t&rdj days revolve — 
'Twas he himself the sentence gave, 
Not I who doomed him to this woe ; 
la it not in his power to go 
Prom out this misery and Hve ? 
A word can do it. Let him give 
Tip Ceuta to my hands, and so 
Thus end those rigours and those pains. 

UnUr SEUK. 

SSIilM. 

My lord, before the palace doors, 
Crave audience, two ambassadors, 
One fix>m Morocco's nei£:hbourinff plains. 
And one from Alphonso^he who roigns 
O'er Portugal. 

PHSKix, aside. 

Still greater pains ! 
Doubtless he comes to lead the way 
To Tarudante. 

MT7XEY, aside. 

Heavens ! from me 
Now hope withdraws its cheering ray ; 
By friendship and by jealousy, 
I nave lost all things in one day ! 

JEnier iXPHONSO and taxudastb from opposite 

sides. 

TABUDAKTE. 

Most illustrious King of Pez 
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alfho:n^so. 
King of Fez so proud and mighty 

TABIJDANTB. 

May thy glory 

ALPHOirsO. 

Thy existence 

TABUDAITTE. 

Never die 

ALPHOKSO. 

Be ever gloriant 

TABITDAWTE, tO PHEKIX. 

And thou, this sun's serene Aurora 

ALPHONSO. 

Thou its setting's hopeful Orient 

TABTTDAKTB. 

Spite of years, may you continue 

ALPHOKSO. 

Spite of time, may you be reigning 

TABTTDAKTB. 

To be gladdened 

ALPHOKSO. 

To be honoured 

TABUDANTB. 

Tasting pleasures 



ALPHOKBO. 

Laurels gaining. 
g2 
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TABUDAKTB. 

Great enjojments 

ALPH0W80. 

Mighty triumphs 

TABUDAlirrS. 

Little evil 

ALPHOirSO. 

Gtood unsparing 

TABUDAKTE. 

While I speak, say, Christian, why 
Thus to speak, art though so daring ? 

ALPHONSO. 

Because whenever I am by, 

I speak first, my wish declaring. 

TABUDANTE. 

To me, as of the Moorish nation. 
The foremost place is surely own ; 
When kindred races meet, to straiigers 
A preference should ne'er be shown. 

In lands where courtesy is shown, 
Quite a different rule prevaileth ; 
in every clime, in every zone, 
A guest the foremost place receiveth. 

TABTTDAlirrE. 

However strong may be this reason. 
By it I am not overthrown ; 
Since as a guest I have come hither. 
The foremost place is mine alone. 

Enough of this — ^let both of ye 
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With equal favour here be seated ; 
The Portuguese speak first, for he * 

Should, &om his different £uth, be treated 
With greater honour. 

TABUDANTE, aside, 

I am wroth. 

ALPHONSO. 

Brief will be my simple story : — 
Don Alphonso, Portugal's 
f^amous King, whose deathless glory 
Will be told with tongues of bronze. 
Spite of death's annihilation, 
-Ajid of envy : unto thee 
Greeting sends and salutation. 
And doth ask you, since it seemeth 
Don Fernando seeks not freedom, 
Since the life that he redeemeth 
Should the city of Ceuta cost ; 
That the fullest value of it 
Should be rated at a price 
More than avarice could covet 
Or the most liberal despise : 
G-old and silver he doth proffer 
More than two such cities' worth, 
For his ransom : and this offer 
He doth make in friendly guise, 
Which if you refuse, with bolder 
Front he'U come to set him free ; 
For upon the smooth, white shoulder 
Yonder of the labouring sea. 
Towns arise amid the water 
Of a thousand war-ships built, 
And he swears with fire and slaughter 
Him to free, and thee subdue— 
Leaving all these bright plains covered 
O'er with crimson blood, so that 
What the rising sun discovered 
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Grreen-hued emeralds dewy wet, 
He will leave behind him lying 
Bubies red when he doth set. 

' TAETJDAKTE. 

Though, as an ambassador. 
Mine should not be the replying, 
Still in what concerns my King, 
Christian, I will dare to venture, 
Por this insult is to him : 
And my lord here will not censure 
That his son at such a time 
Could not patiently forget him : 
So, on his part, you can say 
To your King Alphonso, let him 
Hither come, but in a space 
Shorter than fix)m night till mom. 
He will see his veins' warm purple 
Soon these verdant hiUs adorn ; 
So that even the heavens will think 
They must have forgot to form 
Any flower except the pink. 

ALPHONSO. 

If thou wert my equal. Moor, 

iThis dispute were swiftly settled, 

And the victory would lie 

'Twixt two young men, manly-mettled. 

Tell your Eng, that he come hither, 

K renowned he vnsh to be, 

Mine will not delay, believe me. 

TABUBANTE. 

You almost said that thou wert he. 
And if so, I, Tarudante, 
Stand prepared to answer thee. 

ALPHONSO. 

In the field I will await thee. 
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TAETJDAirnS. 

There, as thou wilt quickly find, 
I shall not too long delay thee ! 
I am lightning ! 

JLLFHOKSO* 

I the wind ! 

TABTTDAITTB. 

I am fury! 

ALPHONSO. 

I am death ! 

TABITDAIITE. 

Do you not tremble but to hear me ? 

ALPHOKSO. 

Do you not die, but to come near me ? 

My lords, will both your Highnesses — 
Now that your wrath has torn asunder 
The dark disguise of curtained shade, 
Which hid each royal planet under — 
Will you remember, 'neath this sky, 
No battle-field can be selected 
Without my leave : which I deny ; 
That time be mine, for my projected 
Service 

alpho:n^so. 

I do not receive 
Or hospitality or favour 
From one who so has made me grieve ; 
I seek Fernando, the endeavour 
To behold him is the cause 
Why, disguised thus, I have ventured 
Driven by duty here to Fez, 
And before your court I entered 
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I was told that you did spend 

At this pleasure-house a season, 

And I hither came to end 

My faint hope, or with more reason 

To await a certain pain ; 

Be it known, my lord, I only 

For your answer here remain. 

KINO. 

And that answer, King Alphonso, 
Shall be very brief and plain ; 
If you do not give me Ceuta, 
Him, for this, thou shalt not bear. 

JLLPHONSO. 

Since for him I have come hither. 

And without him go, prepare 

For the war I now declare ; 

And [To Tarudante] ambassador, whoe'er 

Thou may'st be, amid the fray 

We shall soon see one another ; 

Tremble Africa to-day. 



jEriV. 



TABUDAKTS. 

Since I cannot have the joy. 
Beauteous Phenix, of thy seeing 
Me as thy attendant slave, 
Let me taste the bliss of being 
At thy feet ; thy hand present 
To him, who his soul doth give thee. 

PHSinx. 

Let your Highness not augment. 
Mighty lord, the suit and honour 
Tea have shown me, which I prize. 
Knowing what to me is owing. 
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MTJLEY, aside. 

What does he expect, whose eyes 
See this sight and yet surviveth ? 

KIN(J. 

Since your Highness thus in Fez 
Unexpectedly arriveth, 
You will pardon us the way 
We receive you. 

TAEUDANTE. 

Pressing duty 
Will not let me here delay 
Longer than a passing moment ; 
And supposing that I came 
As ambassador, with powers 
My betrothed wife to claim — 
You vour full consent had given : 
Not being so, yet still for this, 
May I hope I shall not forfeit 
That quick certainty of bliss ? 

KINO. 

In everything, my lord, you conquer, 
And so, to set that doubt at rest. 
And that aU needful preparation 
For such a war be made, 'tis best 
Your mind be altogether freed from 
Cares like these ; and so return. 
That you may be here the sooner 
Joined with me the foe to spurn, 
Should they dare to try the passage, — 
These threatened hosts of Portugal. 

That is but of small importance ; 
As I came here so I shall 
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Quick return, conducting with me 
Such a host of armed men, 
That these desert plains shall look like 
Crowded murmuring cities then ; 
Soon shall I be here, thy soldier. 

KTSG. 

Then with speed let all things be 
Ordered for the journey. Phenii, 
It is right to Fez with me 
Thou shouldst come, to glad that city. 
Muley ! 

MTTLET. 

My gracious lord ! 

KENG. 

Prepare 
A chosen escort from the army, 
As unto thy special care 
Phenix I intnii9t, till safely 
Thou dost leave her with her spouse. 

MTJLEY, aside. 

This new ill was all I wanted. 

Since stem fate no more allows 

My poor succour to Fernando, 

Let despair entwine his brows, 

Kow this glimmering hope hath vanished. 

Meeunt. 
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SCENE n. — A STREET IN FEZ. 

DOB JUAK couTTNO, BEiTO, and Other Captives, 
enter, 8ttpjporting don feenando : they place 
him on a mat upon the ground. 

TBENANDO. 

Place me here, where I can view, 
With gladdened heart and will subdued, 
The eloudleas light of heaven's pure blue. 
O mighty Lord ! so great and good, 
To thee what boundless thanks are due ! 
When Job, as I, in anguish lay, 
He curses on the day did pray, 
But then it was because of sin 
Which he had been engendered in ; 
But I, far different, bless the day 
For all the graces God doth cheep 
Our hearts through it — ^for it is clear 
That every beauteous roseate hue, 
And every beam that gilds the blue. 
But living tongues of fire appear 
To praise and bless him without end. 

BEITO. 

Does then your lordship feel so well ? 

» 

FEENANDO. 

Better than I deserve, my firiend : 
O Lord of Heaven ! what tongue can tell 
The mercies that to me you send ? — 
When from a dimgeon's darksome gleam 
Thou lead'st me forth, thou dost impart 
To my chill blood the sun's warm beam. 
O Lord ! how liberal thou art ! — 
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FIEST CAPTIVE. 

Heaven knows, how great a boon we'd deem 
The favour of being left with thee ; 
But the hour warns us, we must be 
At work. 

TEBKAITDO. 

My sons, adieu ! — 

SECOin) CAPTIVE. 

"What bitter grief! 

THOtD CAPTIVE. 

What sight to see ! 

Exeunt. 

rEENAITDO. 

Will you remain with me, ye two ? — 

JUAK. • 

I too must also leave you now. 

PEBNAKDO. 

What can I do when thou art gone ? — 

JUAK. 

My lord, I will return anon ; 
I only go to seek, somehow, 
A little food ; for since Muley 
From Fez was forced to go away, 
On us has fallen a total dearth 
Of human help upon the earth ; 
But I will go without delay 
To try and gain it, even although 
I make impossible demands ; 
For all who see me, fear to go 
Against the edict, which commands 
That even to a drop of water, no 
Hand should give, or sell me aught. 



THB CONSTAITT PBINCB. 93 

Because they know it is for thee ; — 
To such a state has fortune brought 
Our sad condition : but I see 
People advancing hither. 

JExit. 

PEENAXDO. 

Oh! 

Would my voice could move to pity 
Any heart in all this city ! — 
That the brief moments I may live 
To greater suffering I may give ! — 

Unter the etntg, taeudante, PHBinx, and selim. 

SELIM. 

By a street, my lord, you've gone. 
Where, perforce, you needs must be, 
By the Infante, seen and known. 

KiKG, to Tarudante, 

Thou hast come for this alone. 
That my greatness thou mayst see. 

TAEUDANTE. 

Honours still thou showest me. 

G-ive a wretch in charity 
Some relief, however scant ; 
Look, a feUow-man am I, 
In affiction and in want, 
And with very hunger die. 
Men, take pity on a man ; 
Wild beasts pity one another;- 
Will not man a suffering brother ? 

BEITO. 

This I think is not the plan 
Here of asking — try' another. 
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PEENANDO. 

How? 

BEITO. 

You should have thus began : — 
Let your pity, Moors, be shown 
Now unto this poor man's profit, 
Let some food to him be thrown ; 
I ask it by the holiest bone 
Of Mahomet, the great Prophet. 

KiNQ, aside. 

That his constancy received 
Naught of change, though thus bereaved, 
Ofiends, insults me more than all ; 
Infante! Prince! lAlotid], 

BEITO. 

The king doth call. 

FEENAJfDO. 

On me ? — ^no, Brito, thou'rt deceived, 
No Prince, no proud Lifante, I, — 
But the poor corse of what were they. — 
And since almost in earth I lie. 
Their names are not my names to-day, 
Whate'er they've been in days gone oy. 

KING. 

Since you disown your rank and birth. 
Then, as Fernando, answer me. 

FEENAKDO. 

Now must I raise me from the earth, 
And slowly creeping unto thee. 
Embrace thy feet. 

Thy constancy 
Continues still to vex me so ; 
Is thy obedience humbleness 
Or resolution? 
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FEENANDO. 

'Tis to show 
Wliat great respect a slave doth owe 
Unto his lord, nor more nor less ; 
And since I am thy slave at present, 
And in thy presence now appear, 
I wiU e'en venture to address thee, 
Mjr lord and King, and pray thee hear : 
Kmg I call thee, though thou beest 
Of another law, for so august 
Is the divinity of monarchs — 
So strong and absolute — ^it must 
Ever pitying minds engender, 
*And make all noble blood di^lay 
Pity and wisdom, as its nature. 
For even 'mong brutes and beasts of prey 
This name, authority so ample 
Does in its wondrous way enforce. 
That, by a certain law, obedience 
Follows in Nature's usual course ; 
And thus, within his rude republics, 
"We read the lion-king doth reign, 
Who, when his horrid front he wrinkleth, 
And crowns him with his royal mane, 
Feels pity, for he ne'er abuseth 
Whatever prey his wrath hath slain. 
So on the sea's salt foam the dolphin, 
Who is the king of fish, we're told, 
Worketh upon his azure shoulder. 
In scales of silver and of gold. 
The shape of crowns ; and we behold him, 
When the wild tempest shrieks with glee, 
Bear on his back the sinking seaman, 
Lest he should perish in the sea. 
The eagle, too, so proud and noble, 
He, with his tuft of plumes upcurled, 
Diadem-like, by winds, is king 
Of all the birds that from this world 
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Bise to salute the sun in heaven ; 

And he, through pity just and brave, 

Downwards darts, lest man in drinkingj 

Should, amid the silver wave, 

Drink his death ; for o'er the crystal 

Oft the snake his poison flings, 

Which he scatters by the motion 

Of his disturbing beak and wings. 

So 'mong plants and precious stones 

Is extended and deciphered 

This imperial law of thrones. 

The pomegranate which o'ershoots, 

Crowned with flowers, the topmast branches, 

Proof that it is queen of fruits, 

"Withers all its poisoned berries, 

Which, like rubies, glisten through, 

Turning them to yellow topaz, 

Of a pde and sickly hue. 

And the diamond, in whose presence 

Even the loadstone turns away 

Prom its beloved north, thus showing 

How its true king it doth obey. 

Is so noble, that the treason 

Of its lord it cannot hide, 

And its hardness, which the burin 

Finds too flinty to divide, 

Of its own accord dissolveth 

Into small and shining dust. 

If then, among beasts and fishes. 

Plants, and stones, and birds, the august 

Majesty of King, is pity — 

It, my lord, were not unjust 

That men's bosoms should possess it — 

A different faith does not withdraw 

Tou from this rule ; since, to be cruel 

Is condemned by every law. 

Think not I desire to move thee 

By my anguish and my pain. 
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To the end that life you give me : 
This, my voice seeks not to gain ; 
For I know that I must perish 
Of this malady which dims 
All my senses, and which, frost-like, 
Creepeth o'er my weary limbs ; 
I know weU that I am wounded 
By death's hand, for every word 
That my feeble breath can utter 
Cuts me like a keen-edged sword : 
For I know that I am mortal, 
Not secure of life one hour, 
And 'tis doubtless to exhibit 
Life and death's divided power, 
That the cradle and the coffin 
Are so like each other wrought ; 
For it is a natural action 
When a man receiveth aught. 
That his hands he raiseth upward, 
Joined together in this way. 
But should he express refusal. 
By a similar action, may 
His intent be kno^, by simply 
Turning them averted down ; 
So, the world, to prove it seeks us 
When we're bom, without a frown 
In a cradle doth receive us, 
Leaving us securely lain 
In its open arms : but should it. 
Or through fury or disdain, 
Wish to drive us forth, it tumeth 
Back her hands, with the intent, 
That the coffin's mute material 
Be of that same instrument. 
For an upturned open cradle 
When reversed, becomes a tomb. 
Since we live in such assurance 
Of our death — the common doom — 

H 
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That when we are bom, together 

"We our first and last bed see ; 

What expects he who this heareth ? 

Who that knows this, what waits he ? 

It is certain, that it cannot 

Be to live ; undoubtedly. 

Then, 'tis death, and this I ask thee, 

That the heavens may thus comply 

With my earnest wish of dying 

For the faith. But think not, I 

Seek this boon through desperation, 

Or from a dislike to live ; 

No, but from the strongest impulse 

That I feel, my life to give 

In the defence of my religion, 

And to lay before G-od's feet 

Life and soul breathed out together : 

Thus, although I death entreat. 

Will this impulse exculpate me. 

If, through pity, thou dost slight 

This request, let anger move thee. 

Art thou a lion ? then 'tis right. 

That thou roar and tear in pieces 

Him who in thy wrathlul mood 

Injures, wrongeth, and offends thee. 

Art thou an eagle ? then you should 

Wound with vengeful beak and talons 

Him who would dare despoil thy nest. 

Art thou a dolphin ? then be herald 

Of storms to move the seaman's breast. 

How that the sea tliis huge world furrows. 

Art thou a kingly tree ? then show 

Through all your bare and naked branches, 

How wildly Time's dark tempests blow — 

The ministers who work Q^od's vengeance. 

Art thou a diamond ? then by 

Thy own dust make deadliest poison, 

Weary thyself out in wrath : but I, 
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Though I suffer greater torments, 
Though I greater rigours see, 
Though I weep still greater anguish, 
Though I go through more misery. 
Though I experience more misfortunes, 
Though I more hunger must endure, 
Though my poor body have no coveriug 
But these few rags ; and this impure 
Dungeon be still my only dwelling, 
All for the faith my soul derides ; 
For it is the sun that lights me, 
For it is the star that guides ! 
It is the laurel that doth erown me ; 
^o triumph o'er the Church thou'lt have ; 
O'er me, if you desire it, triumph : 
Qod will my cause defend and save. 
Since it is his for which I struggle.* 

KING. 

Can it be, in such a state,. 

Thou canst boast thus and console thee ? 

Being thine own, why idlv rate 

Me, for condoling not a mte, 

When thou thyself wilt not condole thee ? 

Since then you your life resign 

By your own deed, and not by mine, 

No pity need'st thou hope from me. 

Merciful thou to thyself must be 

Ere I can feel those pains of thine. 

Ssit. 



* ** The reply of Femftado/' sayg Sismondi, " is wholly in • 
the Oriental style. It is not by arguments; nor, indeed, by 
sentiments of compassion, that he attempts to touch his 
master ; but by that exuberance of poetical images which 
was regarded as real eloquence by the Arabians, and which 
was, perhaps, more likely to touch a Moorish king than a 
discourse more appropriate to Nature and circumstances." 

H 2 
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to 



My lord, toot gradoas 
Be IDT proiector. 



TJLMITDXSTE, 

Wlimt asight ! 

TKSXAyiK) to PHZZnX. 

Since beauty owns no lordier light. 
Than when upon her &ce we see 
Enthroned mud mercT*s deity, — 
Protect me with the king ! 

PHxmx. 

What grief ! 

What ! not a look ! 

PHKMX. 

'Tis past belief! 

TESSAJSTDO. 

'Tis well ; those beauteous eyes I know 
Were never made to look at woe. 

PHSKIX. 

3[j very fear forbids relief ! 

YSRSAITDO. 

Since thou wilt not turn thine eye 
Towards me, and desire to fly ; 
Lady, it is well to know, 
Though thy beauty prides thee so. 
That thou canst do less than I, 
And perhaps I more than thou. 
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PHElflX. 

Horror comes, I know not how, 
Wounding me, when thou dost speak. 
Leave me man ; what dost thou seek ? 
More I cannot suffer now ! 

Exit, 

Enter don jfjlN with some bread. 

This bread, I bring thee to assuage 
Thy patient craving after food, 
Have the cruel Moors pursued, — 
Striking me with blows through rage. 

FEBi;rAin)0. 
It is Adam's heritage. 

JUAN. 

Take it. 

FEEKANDO. 

Ah ! my faithful friend, 
'Tis too late ; for now doth end 
All my woes in death. 

JUAN. 

heaven ! 
Now be thy consolation given. 

FEBNAKDO. 

But since deathwards all men doth wend, 

"What is there that ends not so ? 

In the world's confused abyss, 

Sickness ever leads to this. 

When death strikes the fatal blow. 

Man, be mindful, here below, 

Of thy soul's sublimer part ; 

Think upon eternity. 

Wait not till infirmity • 
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Suddenly that truth impart — 
For infirmity itself thou art. 
On the hard earth, year by year, 
Man is treading, hopeful, orave, 
But each step is o'er his grave, 
Daily drawing near and near. 
Mournful sentence — ^law severe — 
But which cannot be mistaken, 
Every step (what fears awaken !) 
Is to that dark goal commissioned, 
So that God is not sufficient 
To prevent that step being taken : 
Friends, my end approaches nigher ; 
Bear me from this public place 
In your arms. 

JUAlf. 

Life's last embrace 
For me, is this. 

FEENANDO. 

What I desire, 
Noble Mend, is, when I expire, 
That these garments you unbind : 
In my dungeon, you will find 
My religious cloak, which I 
Bore so oft in days gone by. 
Uncovered thus and uncoimned 
Bury me — ^his wrath passed by — 
K from the fierce King you procure 
Leave to give me sepulture. 
Mark the spot, for although I 
Here to-day a captive die, 
Bansomed yet, I nope to share 
The blessed altar's sacred prayer, 
For, my Gk)d ! since I have given 
So many churches unto Heaven, 
One to me 'twill surely spare. 

# They hear him out in their arms. 
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SCENE III. — THE SEA-COAST. 

JSnter bok alfhonso and soldiers with arquebuses, 

ALPHOKSO. 

Leave to the fickle field of green — 

The azure waye—- *this arrogant machine 

Of ships, whose vastness scaring heaven's 

beholders, 
The sea sustains upon its snow-white shoulders. 
And upon this sandy plain 
Let the pregnant mountains of the main 
Bring forth the troops, their fire-arms brightly 

gleaming, 
Each man-filled boat the Ghrecian structure* 

seeming. 

JEfUer noK eitbique. 

EKBIQTTE. 

My Lord, you did not wish upon the strand 

Of Fez, that we our armament should land, 

And this place, for debarkation, 

Tou did choose — ^unhappy situation ! — 

Eor on one side, by the coast 

Marching, comes a numerous martial host 

Whose speed the wind outvies ; 

Whose vastness makes the hills increase in size ; 

And with a similar number, Tarudante 

Leadeth his wife away (the fortunate Infante) 

From Fez unto Morocco, — 

But learn the tidings better from the echo. 

ALPHOlfSO. 

Enrique, 'tis for this that I advance 
To meet them at this pass ; 'tis not through 
chance 

* The wooden hone of Trqy. | 
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That I, this spot have chosen, but reflection, 

And this the reason is, of my selection : — 

If I, at Fez had landed on the coast, 

I must have fought with their united host, 

But being divided thus in two, 

With smaller power I can each force subdue ; 

And so, before they can prepare, 

Sound to arms. 

ENEIQTJB. 

My Lord, reflect — take care ; 
Unseasonable seems this movement. 

ALPHONSO. 

Oh ! mine ire 
No tardy-footed counsel doth desire. 
Nor doth my vengeance know the way 
Even to brook a moment's brief delay ; 
Let Africa beware, 
In my strong hands the scourge of death I bear. 

EKBIQUE. 

Already hath the night begun. 

And see, the shining chariot of the sun 

Has ceased the clouds of evening to illume. 

ALPHONSO. 

Well, let us combat in the gloom ; 
The faith that animates my soul to-day, 
Nor any power, nor time, can take away. 
Fernando, if the martyrdom you suflfer. 
Since it is his own cause, to God you offer. 
Certain is the sacred victory. 
Mine wiU be the honour, thine the glory. 

ENBIQXTE. 

Thy daring pride doth lead thee much too far. 
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The Ghost ofnois fbenando mthin. 

Great Alphonso ! to the attack ! war ! war ! 

A trumpdt sounds. 

ALPHONSO. 

Hear you not these mingled voices breaking 
The silence, and the swift, sad night-winds 
waking ? 

ENEIQUE. 

Yes : and with them too do I hear the rattle 
Of arms, and trumpets charging to the battle. 

ALPHONSO. 

Forward, Enrique ! doubts had not delayed you 
If you relied on Heaven. 

Enter peenaio)©, dressed in his capitulari/ cloak, 
and with a torch in his hand, 

FEENANDO. 

Yes ! it will aid you ; 
For the Heavens regarding 
Your faith and zeal, your piety rewarding, 
Will this day defend you. 
And to free me from my slavery doth send you ; 
For in return (a rare example) 
Of many temples, Grod doth offer me one temple. 
And with this flame-bespangled 
Torch, from the streaming orient disentangled, 
Before the army gliding. 
Thus shall I go, the light your footsteps guiding, 
That thy triumphs may be thus propitious. 
And equal, great Alphonso, to thy wishes. 
To Fez advance, not there new laurels getting. 
But that thy morning rise upon my setting. 

Ua;it. 
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ENBIQUE. 

Alphonso, I still doubt my eyes deceive. 

AXPHONSO. 

And I do not. I bow and I believe, 
And if it be for God's divinest glory, 
No more cry " war !" the cry be " victory !" 

Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. — BEFOEE THE WALLS OF FEZ. 

Enter the king and selim ; an the walls appear 
DON JUAN and a Captive ; before them is a coffin ; 
in it appears to be the body of the infante. 

JUAN. 

Now rejoice ! rejoice ! barbarian, 
That thy tyranny hath ta'en 
The noblest life of the world ! 

KING. 

Who are you ? 

JUAN. 

A man, who though he should be slain 
Eor it, shall not leave Fernando, 
And though madness choke my breath, 
Like the mithful dog, I shall not 
Leave my master even in death. 

KING. 

Christians, this is an example 
Which, to future times may figure 
What was due unto my justice, 
For it cannot be called rigour — 
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That revenge which OTertaketh 

Wrongs to royal persons done. 

Now let Alphonso come and free hiiOy 

With arrogant presumption, 

Prom his chains ; for tnoiigh hath ficMled 

The high hopes that once I had 

Of Ceuta, he will lose the hauffhtj 

Hope of fi*eeuig him ; I*m ^laa, 

In this narrow cell to see lum, 

For though dead, he shall not be 

Pree of my renowned resentment : 

Thus exposed, in mockery 

Let him lie for all beholders. 

King, thy punishment is neai'. 
For upon tne fields and waters 
I can plainly see, from here. 
Coming swift my Christian standards. 



Let us moimt upon the wall 
To investigate these tidings. 



They ^0 in. 



JUAK. 

Down the drooping banners fall, 
And the sullen drums are muffled, 
Fires and lights are out, and all. 
All things wear the signs of mouniing. 

ITie dru^ns heat a mottmjul march ; enter the Qhaei 

of HOTS FEBNANDO heoH/ng a lighted toreh^ and 

followed hy DON ALPHOirso and DDK xkbiqtjb at 

the head of their troops, with whom ae prieoners 

come tarttdjlSte, pheitix, and uxTLti. 

TESKAITDO. 

Through the darkness of the nighty 
By wild paths that no man knoweti^ 
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Have I led you ; now the sun 

Faintly through the grey clouds gloweth. 

Thus, victorious, great Alphonso, 

I, to Fez have led thy feet. 

This is Fez : behold the ramparts. 

For my speedy ransom treat. 

Disappears. 

ALPHONSO. 

Ho, there ! on the walls, to speak 
To the King I crave an audience. 

Enter the kino and selim on the walls, 

KINO. 

Valiant youth, what dost thou seek ? 

ALPHONSO. 

That you yield me the Infante — 
The Grand Master Don Fernando ; 
Phenix here and Tarudante, 
Prisoners now, will be his ransom : 
Thus we shall depart in peace. 
Choose now which of these thou pleasest. 
Thy daughter's death or his release. 

KINO to SELIM. 

What can I now do, friend Selim, 
In a perplexity so strange ? 
Fernando 's dead, and see, my daughter 
Is in their power — how great a change 
In the condition of our fortunes. 
Since I have fallen to. such a state ! 

PHENIX. 

How is this, my lord, that seeing 
My person hemmed by ills so great, 
My life in this extremest peril. 
My honour in this dangerous strait ; 
Can you hesitate to answer ? 
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Can your aiudeiy delay 

Even for a minute or an instant 

The words of liberty to say ? 

In thy hand my life is lyings 

And you consent (oh ! bitter pain !) 

That mine (oh ! grief beyond expression !) 

Should thus unjustly wear this cnain ! 

On thy voice my lire is hanging, 

And (cruelty beyond compare !) 

Thou permittest mine to ta>uble 

Vainly thus the realms of air ! 

With thine eyes, you see my bosom 

Thus the aim of pointed spears. 

And you consent that mine should sadly 

Weep those useless tender tears ! 

Once my King, but now a wild beast, 

Once my sire-an adder now— 

Once my judge, but now my headsman, 

"Not king, nor judge, nor &ther thou ! 

Phenix, if I have not ^ven thee 

Answer sooner — as 'tis known 

Unto Heaven — 'tis not to deny thee 

Life, when thine would cost mine own. 

And since now, both one and the other 

Can no longer here delay. 

Know, Alphonso, that when Fheniz 

Tester evening took her way 

Out of Fez, two glorious planets 

Down in two seas*-one dark and dun — 

The sea of death ; one bright with sea-foam, — 

Sank the Infante and the Son. 

Within this poor and narrow oo£Bn 

His lifeless body lieth lone ; 

Give death unto the beauteous Fheniz, 

And let my blood for his atone ! 
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PHENIX. 

All ! woe is me ! from this sad moment 
For me, now every hope is o'er ! 

KING. 

No remedy for me remaineth 

By which to live one instant more ! 

ENBIQXTE. 

God of mercy ! what sad tidings ! 
Ah ! ye Heavens, we have delayed 
Far too long to give him freedom ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Do not say so, if the shade 

Of Fernando said, thus darkly — 

Free me from this slavery, — 

It was for his corse he said it. 

That, for many temples, he 

Might obtain one for his body, 

And for this be ransomed ; 

King of Fez, do not imagine 

That Fernando, even dead, 

Is not worth this living beauty ; 

For him, though thus dead he lieth, 

I exchange her : then, I pray. 

Send us snow for these bright crystals — 

January for this May, — 

Eoses dead for living diamonds, 

And a hapless corse in fine 

For a goddess-seeming image. 

How ! what mean these words of thine, 
Brave, invincible Alphonso ? 

ALPHONSO. 

Him, permit these slaves to lower. 

PHENIX. 

Thus I am a corse's ransom ! 
Now Heaven's prophecy is o'er. 
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KING. 

Carefully let down the coffin 
By the wall, with all things meet. 
I myself, to make delivery, 
Gro to throw me at thy feet. 

Exit. 

The coffin is let down hy cords from the walls. 

ALPHONSO. 

Let me in my arms receive thee. 
Martyred prince— divinely grand. 

ENEIQXTE. 

Accept my reverence — sainted brother. 
Enter the king, don juan, and captives. 

JUAN. 

Let me kiss thy victor hand. 
Brave Alphonso. 

ALPHONSO. 

Ah ! Don Juan. 
Ah ! my friend, a piteous tale, 
Have I learned of the Infante. 

JUAN. 

Till his death, I did not fail 
In my attendance ; till I saw him 
Free beneath his native skies. 
Dead or living, to be with him 
I had vowed — see, there he lies. 

ALPHONSO. 

I must clasp thy hand, my uncle, 
For although, through luckless fate, 
I, to draw thee from this danger, 
Came, illustrious lord, too late. 
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Tet in death, which is the greatest, 
Can true friendship be displayed ; 
In a sacred sovereign temple, 
The grave deposit shall be made 
Of thy consecrated body. 
I deliver, king, to thee, 
Tarudant& and fair Fhenix, 
And I ask of you, that she 
With Muley be let to marry, — 
For the friendship that I know 
He did bear to the Infante. 
Come, now, captives, let us go ; 
Look upon your prince, and bear him 
On your shoulders to the fleet. 

KING. 

It is right they all go with him. 

ALFHOKSO. 

To the solemn sound and sweet 

Of trumpets, and the drum's low music 

Let the army all attend. 

Marching in the usual order 

Of interment ; and so end, 

Humbly asking you to pardon 

The great errors that it hath — 

The Lusitanian Prince Fernando 

Firm and Constant in the Faith. 



ElO) OF THE COKSTANT FBINCE. 



THE SECRET IN WORDS. 



fi Cometrg. 



PEESONS EEPEESENTED. 



FLEBIDA, Duchess of Parma, 

LAURA. \ 

FLORA, \ her Ladies. 

LIVIA, j 

HENRY, Duie o/Mantva, 

FREDERICK, Secretary to the Duchess, 

LISARDO, A OenUeman, cousin to Laura, 

ARNESTO, Oov&mor ofParmaf father to Laura. 

FABIO, Frederick's servant. 

Ladies, MusieianSf Attendants, Soldiers, dsc. 
SCENE, PARMA. 



THE SECRET IN WORDS. 



ACT L— SCENE I. 



THE DUCAL PARK AND GARDENS. 



A Chorus of Mimcicms enter, followed hy floea 
a/nd the other ladies in morning dresses, and after 
them FLEBIDA, Duchess of Parma, holding the 
hand of aenesto. During the song, all the 
characters slowly cross the stage^ and at its termi- 
nation go out. 

CHOEUS OF MXJSIClAirS. 

Ah ! my heart, in love's sweet season, 
Thou hast reason for thy pam, 
Reason for the gentle treason 
That has lured thee to love's chain ; 
But of what availeth reason, 
Which for love itself is vain ? 

FLOEA sings. 

After all thy various trials, 
Doubtings, dangers, and denials, 
Eest at length, poor wear^ heart ; 
Or if thou, for thy coniusion, 
Must indiJge some new illusion, — 

i2 
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Hopeful dreamer that thou art — 
Think not, with thy fond complaining, 
Thou canst cure thy bosom's paining, 
Change a briglit eye's cold disdaining, 
Calm thy heart and cool thy brain ; 
It were treason unto reason, 
If loTe came but in love's season — 

GHOBVS. 

Ah ! but what availeth reason, 
"Which for love itself is vain ? 

Exeunt. 

Enter hekbt, tbedeeick, and eabio, as if 
follovnng the Mtisicians, 

EBEDEBICK. 

Since to me you have confided, 
How you hitner came in secret 
To behold the fair Flerida, 
You may now enjoy that pleasure 
Thus concealed. 

How much, my Frederick, 
Do I owe unto your Mendship P 

EBEDEBICK. 

More I owe unto your favour, 
Since you give me the great honour 
Of your confidence. 

HENBT. 

"Why, truly, 
To none else would I have done so. 

EBEDEBIGK. 

Say no more upon the subject 
As this servant has no notion 
Who you are. 
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FABio, cuide. 

Though I endeavour 
To find out who is this stranger, 
With more mysteries about him 
Than a rosary, and secrets 
Greater than a priest, I find it 
All in vain. 

FBEDEBICK. 

This park and garden, 
Do they please you r 

HENBT. 

I can only 
Say, that all the various fictions 
I have read for my amusement, 
To fill up a leisure moment, 
Ne'er could give me an idea 
Of a scene so fair — so beauteous 
As this real one before me. 
Groves like these ne'er blessed my vision, 
Though before my fancy trembled, 
Now the green woods of Diana, 
Now the golden bowers of Venus. 

FBEDEBIOE. 

So o'erwhelmed is fair Plerida 

With a sofb unceasing sadness. 

Which from Heaven she doubtless suffers 

For her infinite perfections, 

That we all with one another 

Strive with emulous endeavour 

To remove or dissipate it. 

'Tis for this, my lord, that often. 

On these sunny, sweet May mornings. 

She doth seek this peacefiil region. 

Where we make with songs and music 

Simple sylvan feasts to greet her. 
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HENBT. 

*Ti8 surprising, with her beauty, 

Youth, and wit, and rare endowments, 

That this gloomy feeling ever 

Should have gained such influence o'er her. 

And that she, by birth the duchess 

Of fair Parma, and whom Heaven 

Dower*d with noblest gifts and blessings, 

Was not shielded from the venom 

Of this arrow from the quiver 

Of impitying time and fortune. 

Is it possible that no one 

Has yet found her cause of sorrow ? 

7BEDEBICE. 

No one. 

EABIO. 

No one ? How can you say so. 
When I know it ? 



EBEDEBICK. 



PABIO. 



You? 



No less. 



FBEDEBICK. 

Speak! why dally? 



HENBT. 

What do you wait for ? 

TABID. 

Tell me, can you keep a secret ? 

THE TWO. 

Oh ! yes ! yes ! • 
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FABIO. 

Then, know her sorrow 
Springs &om .... 

FBEDEBtCK. 

Pause not. 

UEKBY. 

Tell it quickly. 

TABID. 

Being in love with your humble servant. 
And (so much she dreads my scorn) 
That she dares not speak her passion. 

TBEDEBICE. 

Hence ! you fool. 

HBNBT. 

Begone ! you madman. 

FABIO. 

Well, now hear ; if 'tis not that, — 
'Tis something else. 

2Jhe music is heard approaching. 

HBNBT. 

Hark ! now returning 
Comes the troop in this direction. 

EBEDEBICE. 

Leave me now, for I am anxious 
To rejoin them as they enter ; 
Partly that it is my duty. 
Partly that my life will leave me 
If I lose the chance of seeing 
One I seek among these ladies. 

HEimY. 

I desire not to embarrass 



120 THE SSCBET IS W0BB8. 

Tou the least ; nay, rather going 
Hence, and quickly bere returning, 
Speak to her myself; for I, 
Now that I have seen her beauty, 
Long to try her mental culture : 
By that stratagem we thought of 
Tester night, and which consists in 
My presenting my own letter. 
As my own sent secretary, 
I can speak to her, and thus 
Learn, since I have come to see her, 
If 'tis true, that fortune ever. 
Loveth to assist the bold. 

FBEDEBICK. 

In a notable dilemma 
Am I placed, for if I tell 
Who he is, I break the secret 
Which was trusted to my heart 
By the duke ; and if I tell not , 
Then I violate the duty 
That I owe unto Flerida ; 
I, who am her trusted servant, 
Vassal, kinsman, all combined : 
What am I to do ? But why — 
Why deliberate about it ? 
Duty is a claim preceding 
The confiding of a Mend. 
But, ah me ! if I deprive me 
Of the duke's regard, I lose 
All the hopes I formed^ his palace 
Would become the safe asylum, 
The sure shelter of my love ; 

When my Laura Ah ! why speak thus ? 

Back, dear sound, into my bosom ; 
Even to breathe her name aloud 
Makes me fear that I offend her. 



THE BECBBT IS WOBSS. 121 

PABIO. 

Master, who may be this stranger, 
Who, disguised, arriTes by night-time. 
And conceals himself by day r 

' fbedebice:. 

He is a friend, to whom I'm under 
Some obligations. 

EABIO. 

Was he then 
Your valet once, you feel so grateful ? 
But why should I speak about it ? 
Be he who he may, ne's welcome, 
Very welcome, for at least 
While he's here, we'll fare the better. 
Eat and drink more for some days ^ 
Bed and board then freely give hkn, 
For the trouble is repaid 
Amply by the pleasant bearing 
Of a lively guest at table. 

PBEPEBIOE. 

They are coming. Fabio, silence ! 

Enter plebida and her attendants as before. 

ELOBA sin^s. 

If without being worthy of her 
Thou dost dare to be the lover 
Of Antandra, young and fair, 
Suffer silently thine anguish, 
For the cause whereby you languish 
It were idle to declare ; 
Blame the star, whose fatal warning 
Shone upon thy natal morning. 
Not the maiden's gentle scorning, 
Which her heart cannot restrain, — 
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Call for aid upon thy reason, 

To protect thee £rom such treason. 

OKOBTJS. 

But of what availeth reason, 
Which for love itself is vain ? 

FLEBIDA. 

"Whose words are these ? 

PBEDEBICK. 

Senora, they are mine. 

PLEBIDA. 

I always note that in the songs they sing me, 
And which they tell me have by you been written, 
Tour one unchanging plaint is ever love. 

EBEDEBIOK. 

I am poor. 

PLEBIDA. 

Of what importeth this to love ? 

ebedebice:. 

To merit being loved, it much imports ; 
And thus you see, that I do not complain 
Of feeling love's sweet bitter pain, Senora, 
But that I do not merit being loved. 

elebida. 

But canst thou, Erederick, love so base an object 
That can be influenced by thoughts of gain P 

fbedebick. 

It were a crime to charge her innocent heart 
With such a thought. 
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fliEBIDA. 

"Whom do you blame ? 

TBEDSBIOK. 

Myself! 

fLSBLDA. 



And why ? 



FBBDEBICK. 

Because I dare not speak of love, 
I do not say to her nor to her kindred, 
But even to her very menial slaves ; 
Knowing the lover that has nought to give 
Has little chance of gaining what he asks. 

FLEBIDA. 

A lover who doth own himself to be 

So helpless, can at least declare the name 

Of her he loves. It surely cannot shock 

The most extreme respect that he should speak it, 

Who doth pronounce himself so badly usea« 

And so, good Frederick — ^loving but not meriting— 

It doth appear most strange that no one yet 

Has learned the name of her you love so well. 

PBEPEBICK. 

So guarded in my silence is my love, 
That many times I have resolved, Sefiora^ 
Never to speak — ^lest in some thoughtleM hour 
My secret might escape me with my words : 
So sacred is this hidden love I cherah. 
That even the very air on which I live. 
When it doth seek the prison of mr breact, 
I question whence it oomef . For I have grown 
Suspicious even of the breath of heaven. 
Lest it should learn, and bear to other ears 
The knowledge of my lore, and my de^air. 
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7LEBIDA. 

Enough, enough, for you are very secret, 

And very foolish in your secrecy ; 

But how then comes it, thus addressing me. 

That you can speak with so much zeal and warmth 

About your love, forgetting who I am ? 

7BEI>EBIC£. 

Who is to blame for this offence, Senora ? 
You deigned to ask and I have but replied. 

FLEBIDA. 

You, for you answered more than I did ask. 
Amesto ! 

ABNESTO. 

Please your grace ! 

7LEBIDA. 

Be sure 
To forward unto Frederick 

EBBDEBICK, oside. 

Ah ! I die. 

FLEBIDA. 

Two thousand ducats, as a gift from me. 

That with them he may gain o'er the servants 

Of his mistress ; for I do not wish. 

That, presuming on his cowardice. 

He thus strangely should again address me, 

Trembling so to think of one away. 

And yet so daring in my very presence. 

FLOBii, aside to Livia, 
How changeable and fickle is her sadness ! 

LiviA, to her, 
Erom one extreme she flies unto another. 
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LATJBA, aside. 

Alas ! that I alone should know the cause 
Of all this sorrow that the world can pierce not ! 

tbedebige:. 

A thousand times I humbly kiss the earth 
Whereon you tread, for there, believe me, lady, 
By the brief contact of your beauteous feet 
More flowers are bom without the aid of time 
Than April bears with all its labouring hours. 

EABIO. 

I wiU not kiss the earth whereon you tread, 
Nor where you have trod, not I. I'm not so bold, 
For that no more is earth, 'tis changed to Heaven ; 
It is enough for me to stoop and kiss 
The ground that you intend to tread upon. 
Which is the way, then ? whither are you going ? 
Por I would wish to kiss the ground before you. 

Unter lisabdo. 

LISABDO. 

A gallant cavalier, my ladv, 
Who doth claim a near alliance 
With the duke of Mantua, prayeth 
That your grace will grant him leave 
To present to you a letter. 

FLEBIDA. 

Oh ! how much the duke of Mantua 
Wearies me with his addresses ! 

ABNESTO. 

Why, my lady, if on every 
Ground he is your proper suitor ? 

ELEBIDA. 

Then that reason is sufficient, — 
For I do not wish to wed. 
Say, he may approach, Lisardo. 



Kneels. 
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FBEDEBICE, OSide. 

I shall not betray his secret, 
Soon to need him as a fnend. 

^nter heket. 

HEITBT. 

Dazzled, troubled, to thy feet 
I, Seiiora, come :— a ha.ven 
May they be for my misfortunes. 

FLEBIDA. 

Prom the earth arise. 

HENEY. 

The duke, 
My good lord, presents this letter 
Unto your grace's hands by me. 

ELEBIBA. 

How is his highness P 

HEKEY. 

I would say 
Dead with love, if hope's elixir 
Kept him not aliye. 

ELEBIDA. 

Whnst I 
Bead, remain not so. 

JReads to herself. 

HENBT, arising and aside. 

The pencil 
Lied, that strove to paint her beauty, 
Leaying many a charm uiJimned. 



Gives it. 
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LiSABDO, to Amesto. 

At length, my lord, the powers I waited 
From my father have arrived. 

ABITESTO. 

I am glad they have come. 

FLOBA, to Laura, 

How graceftil 
Is this stranger's mien and bearing 
Who has brought the letter, Laura ; — 

LAUBA. 

I have not even looked at him. 

FLOBA. 

I am not surprised, your cousin 
Being here, and you well knowing 
How devotedly he loves you ; 
And that now your sire, Amesto, 
Speaks with him about your marriage. 
It were like disdain or scorn 
If you could regard another. 

LAUBA. 

Not to him, do I, believe me, 

Owe this thought or want of thought. 

FBEDEBICB, aside. 

While the duchess still is reading, 

Amesto and Lisardo speaking. 

Love instruct me to be bold. 

And the letter ? [^Aride, to Laura. 

LAUBA, aside. 

It is written. 
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7BEDEBI0K. 

Thanks ! but how can I receive it P 
Have you not a glove ? 

7BEDEBICE. 

I have. 

LAXTBA. 

Then with it ... . 

EBEDEBICE. 

I understand you. 

AXSTEBTO, to Idsordo, 
All is very well. 

LISABDO. 

As ages 
Will my love compute the moments, 
Beauteous Laura, to my hope. 

TLEBIDA. 

The duke informs me in this letter 
How you, being his near kinsman, 
It is needful, you, from Mantua 
Should absent yourself some days, 
Until he succeeds in making 
An arrangement or conclusion, 
S.elative to some late trouble, — 
Duel — challenge — some dilemma 
Love it seems has placed you in. 

HENBT. 

True it is, my crime was love. 

FLEBIDA. 

Protection, for his sake and yours, 
Here I offer you in Farma, 
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So that you may now continue 
At my court from this day forth. 
I shall, presently, an answer 
Write unto the duke, and send it 
To his grace. 

HENBY. 

May heaven, Senora, 
Through eternal happy ages 
G-uard your life ! ana may we all, 
Mantua's noble vassals, merit 
To behold ourselves so happy 
As ere long 

No more : remember 
That it is my strict injunction, 
While you are my guest in Parma, 
That you speak not on this subject 
Until I may speak to thee. 

HEKBY. 

Tou will see that I obey thee. 

FLEBIDA. 

And that you, when you are writing 
To the duke how I amuse me,. 
As no doubt you have instructions 
So to do, from time to time — 
Ail be seated, since the sun 
In thick, dusky clouds enveloped, 
Seems to peep with stealthy Ranees, 
Sather than to beam bright day ; — 
Here, my ladies, take your places 
At this side : and you, Arnesto,, 
Some quaint question now propose. 
The Ictdies sit dawn at' one side of Merida, 

and ike §eKtlemen remain standing at 

the I . 
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ABKXBTO. 

Thaugh my white hairs might excuse me 
From a share in this sweet pastime ; 
Still, to gratify Sefiiora, 
Thee in aught, I put the question — 
" What is love's most bitter pain ?/' 

IXEBIDA, to Henry, 
Sir, it is for you to answer. 

HSKBT. 

I? 

VLEBIDA. ' 

To thee, as guest and stranger. 
We precedence grant. 

HIVBT. 

In this 
I obtain a double &your. 
And that I may forfeit not 
The advantages you give me, 
I proclaim the pain I suffer : 
That of loving where I'm scorned. 
Is the greate^ pain of love. 

FLOBA. 

I believe its greatest anguish 
Is the pang that rends my bosom. 
That of scorning without loving. 

LiyiA. 
'Tis absence. 

LISABDO. 

Jealousy. 



The feeling 
Of loving without hope or cure. 



9HB 81BCBST IX WOBBS. 18}. 

FLEBIDA. ' ' 

I think its greatest pain is loving 
In gloomy suffering and silence, 
Without the power of explanation. 

LAUBA. 

And I, to love, and be beloved. 

I'LEBLDA. 

That's a somewhat novel reason : 
'Twill be hard to prove, dear Laura, 
That to love and be beloved 
Is the greatest pain of loving. 

LAUBA. 

I will prove it, notwithstanding. 

ABKESTO. 

Now let each one prove his meaning. 

HESTBT. 

Since I made the first beginning, 
'Tis for me to prove the anguish 
Of being hated where we love. 

7ABI0, aside. 

Now we'll hear enough of nonsense. 
The more the wit, the more the foUj. 

HENltY. 

Love is a planet, shining £Eur 
With varying beam in heaven above. 
And so the greatest pain of love 
Is to love against one's star : 
He who doth yoke him to the car 
Of some proud beauty's scornful eyes, 
Which glance upon mm to despise. 
Vainly by his star is warned. 

k2 



182 xm wmcmn n wokbi. 



He who loves where he is soofmed, 
Sbvgg^ with c^ponng skies. 

FLOBA. 

He who lifts his heart abore 

To some proud OTe's soomful glowing; 

Has at least the bliss of showing 

That he snffisrs for his lore, 

Which mar jet her pity more — 

Bat that i;i<4iinhapp/ one. 

Who feeleth scorn, yet loyeth none, 

SnfEers without any merit, 

Neither can her heart inherit 

Aught the other may have won. 

LISABDO. 

He who lores, and yet is hated, 

She who hates, bat cannot love, 

Both a separate anguish prove. 

Which in time may be abated 

With the thought that they are fated 

By the will of heaven above. 

But the jealous pang we feel 

When we happen to discover 

From some d^rer favoured lover, 

What his eyes cannot conceal. 

This nor soothing time can h^-^ 

Nor thought of heaven's impartial plan^ 

Love is but the work of fate, 

Destiny controlleth hate, 

But jealousy is bom of man ! 



LTVIA. 

Many times the world has seen. 
When the torch of love expires, 
Jealousy relume its fires 
Brighter than they once had been. 
Love returns to glad the scene ; 
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Awakened by its glowing breath. 
But absence, which the wise man saith 
Is the grave of love, may strive, 
Vainly such a boon to give — 
Absence is love's quickest death, 
While jealousy doth make it live. 

TBEDEBICK. 

He who scorned still adores. 
She who worshipped still doth scorn- 
He whom jealousy's sharp thorn 
Woundeth with its poisoned sores ; 
He who the absent maid deplores— 
All live beneath hope's horoscope : 
Time may bring them some relief, 
But naught can cure the deadly grief 
Of him who loveth without hope. 

FLEBIDA. 

He who without hope doth grieve, 
Can at least his state declare. 
And by telling his despair 
May some soothing calm receive ; 
But he whose heart is doomed to heave 
In secret, shares a sadder lot. 
To the anguish of not feeling 
Hope, is added the concealing 
Even that he feels it not. 

LAUBA. 

He who loves, and is beloved, 
Ever lives in hope and fear, 
Erom the midst of pleasure near 
Some fancied evil, tar removed. 
Wounds him like a hidden spear ; 
In his passion and his languor 
He feels at once the double pain 
Of him who lovesj but meets disdaini 
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And the proud disdamer's anger ; 

As to jealouBj, heayen knows, 

He feels its added pang as well ; 

He cannot for a moment dweD 

From his loved mistress, hut the throes 

Of ahsence in his hosom swell. 

'Tis true, despair can find no scope 

Whereon its trophy to erect ; 

But haying nothmg to expect, 

He cannot feel thje joy of nope ; 

If silence be a grie^ 'tis his. 

He catmot speak his bosom's bHss ; 

And thuB he feels the pain of each 

Who wanteth hope, or wanteth speech. 

'Twould seem, indeed, a man like this 

Is wholly out of misery's reach. 

So much doth loye his bosom bles»^ 

But, in the midst of all his joy. 

There comes the shadow of anno^, 

Lest fate, perchance, may make it less ; 

And thus his breast contains each feeling 

That our seyeral lips have st|ri;ed, 

Of being loyed, and being hated — 

Both of speaking and concealing — 

Jealousy and absence mated. 

These are sophistries, my Laura, 
With which you have sought to show 
Merely wit, but which by reason 
Are entirely unsustained. 

IiATJBA. 

That is true : for it were sad^ 
Loye's supremest object being 
To be loyed in turn < • , * . 



FLBBIDA. 

Tour giove — 
Laura dropB her glow. J^ederieh raises itj 
ami exehamges it for hU own* 

FBEDBBIOK« 

I shidl raise it. 

AEK£STO« 

Stay, detain thee. 

LIflABDO. 

I would hAi it 

vbbdbbicb:. 

If I meant 
To detain it, or to hold it, 
I methinks could compass both ; 
But as I do not intend it, 
There does not arise, Lisardo, 
Any cause for a dispute ; 
And since i^eaching it more quickly 
Was not merit but good fortune, 
See, to Laura I return it. 

Presenis the glove to Laura. 
Take it, lady, and I thii& 
That my quickness is rewarded 
More than amply, suiee I feel 
That I senre, and not offend thee. 

TAMAXDO. 

Frederick, you have most discreetly 
Drawn me from a grave position 
Of embarrassment. 

FLEBIDi. 

Tome 
You and he have both been wanting, 
For it is unheardof boldness, 
In my presence, one should dare 
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From the ground to raise the merest 

Trifle, the most casual trophy, 

Dropp'd by any lady here ; 

And be grateful, that my anger 

Is not shown more strongly now, 

Than by speaking it : — O Heaven ! [Aside, 

I to be the first of women 

Silence ever yet has killed ! 

£adt with Livia cmd Mora. 

ABKESTO. 

Quite chagrined departs her highness. 
Though I cannot see the cause ; 
Do not, Laura, for the present, 
Seek her quarter of the court. 
Bather let us seek our own one, 
Since, to meet the var3ang phases 
Of her changeful moods, I hold 
My apartments in it, being 
G-ovemor of the state as well : 
I desire not you should serve her 
More than proud respect requires. 

LArBA. 

I in all things would obey thee ; — 
Much Florida's sudden anger [Aside. 

Doth betray : O love ! I pray thee 
Make it not what I suspect ! 
As they go out, the gentlemen are about fol- 
lotoing. Amesto returns alone, 

ABNESTO. 

Cavaliers, pray whither wend ye ? 

PBEBEBICK. 

We would go to wait on you. 
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ABIOISTO. 

No, you must not with me go ; 

You, especially, my nephew, 

Must remain here. [^Exit. 

LISABDO. 

I obey thee, 
To my sorrow I must own. 

HEKBY, (mde, 

I, with heartfelt joy, obey him. 
Since a human sunflower turning 
Towards my planet I am drawn ; 
Frederick, I shall soon rejoin thee. 

Eadt m the direction Flerida has gone. 

LISABDO. 

Till my vision loses, Laura, 
Thy resplendent beauty, I 
Cannot keep me from thy presence— 
Thou the loadstone of my heart. 



JElxitn 



FBEDBBICS:. 

Oh ! how much I am delighted, 
That they've left me here alone. 
Since it gives me an occasion 
To peruse this letter now. 

7ABI0. 

If I do not lose my reason 
After this, the cause must be 
That I have got none to part with. 

FBEDEBICK. 

What do you wonder at ? 

FABIO. 

At what ? 
At your coolness : since a letter, 
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Which you must have |;ot last evening, 
Tou have opened not till now. 

rBEDEBICK. 

Know you whence this letter cometh ? 

EABIO. 

Be it whence it may ; 'tis certain^ 
Is it not ? with seal unbroken 
You have kept it since last night ? 

FBEDBBICS:. 

'Twas this moment I received it. 

FABIO. 

Tou will make me lose my senses ; 
No one spoke to you since mom, — 
Doubtless, 'twas the wind that brought it. 

FBBDSBICS:. 

Not the wind. It was the fire 
Which doth burn me and consume me. 

FABIO. 

How !— the fire ? 

FBEDBBICK. 

Yes. 

FABIO. 

Now I'm cert&in 
That 'tis true 

FBEDBBICK. 

What? 

FABIO. 

Tou are mad, 
And, a phantom lover turning, 
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Have created in your fancy 
Some hobgoblin lady fair,* 
Whom you mentally make love to ! — 
Therefore, now I supplicate thee 
For a fevour. 

Say, what fSivour? 

FABIO. 

Since in your conception only 

Liveth this imagined lady. 

Without any soul or hoar 

But what you are pleased, to give ; 

Let, at least, her letters reach you 

Filled with loves and tendernesses ; 

For it were a signal error. 

When you craved yourself this favour, 

To despise yourself, my lord. 

EBEDEBICK. 

Stand apart. 



Need it ? 



7ABI0. 

And does the letter 



rBEDEBIOS:. 

No : for I will own 
It is written all in cypher ; 
Nevertheless, stand oflf. 

7ABI0. 

A lackey, 
Even of Limbo, I must be, 
Neither pain nor glory tasting. 

* This is an aUusion to Galderon's own play of La Dama 
Duende, 



l40 THX SZOBBT IK tTOBDS. 

PBEDEBICK, reading aside. 

^' Dear lord and master mine, 

The final torments of my soul commence, 

Since my free choice my father will incline, 

By cruel force and tyrant violence. 

Ordering a marriage of dislike and sorrow. 

Whose mtal contract must be signed to-morrow/' 

Aloud. 

Oh ! unhappy me, how wretched ! 
What a brief and fleeting tenure 
Hold I of this life ! Till morning 
Have I but to live : you'll see me, 
Fabio, then 

TABIC. 

What ?— 

PBEDEBICE. 

Lying dead ! — 

EABIO. 

You will wrong yourself, believe me, 
If you can at all excuse you ; 
'Tis a vulgar thing to die. 

FBEDEBIOS:. 

How avoid it ? How avoid it ? 
If this letter is the sentence 
Of my death ? 

TABIC. 

By simply adding 
A short postscript to the letter 
Which you're holding in your hand. 

FBEDEBICK, OStde, 

Scarcely living, scarcely breathing, 

I return to read what follows : — {^Eeads. 
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'' And thus, although with trembling and distrust, 
Lest any should our hapless love suspect, 
And so betray our secret, still I must 
To-night speak with thee ; and for such effect, 
The garden-gate will not its aid refuse : — 
Sooner than lose thee, I my life must lose ; 
Upon the faith of which, accept, I pray, 
This portrait, which with yours you may repay." 

Alotid, 
Was there ever man so happy ! — 
Pabio ! Fabio ! . . 

PABIO. 

"What's the matter ? 
You're not dying yet ! — 

FBEDEBICS:. 

Ilive. 

TABIC. 

Did I not good counsel give thee ? 
There is nothing like one's loving 
One's own self. 

FBEBEBICK. 

With tranquil raptture. 
Full of gladness, proud andf happy. 
Shall I speak, this tardy night-time, 
With the beauty that I worship. 
O thou sun ! heaven's shining champion, 
Driving slow thy golden chariot 
Bound in everlaiBtmg circles 
The unbounded azure fields, 
Shorten now thy daily labour. 
Knowing well how many longing • 
Eyes thy dazzling light offends ; 
And ye stars ! love's besuteouB planfili, 
Bise with gentler influence over 
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His usurped dominion, placing 

In its stead jour bright republics 

Through the shining hosts of heaven ; 

For the sun your laws hath broken, 

And your sacred rights betrayed. [Hsit. 

,He*s as mad as fifty madmen ! 
But I wonder not at that, 
Mad although he be, — ^but rather 
To behold myself as mad. 
So absurd as 

Unter floba. 

FLOIU.. 

Fabio ! 

IfABIO. 

Whatareyourcornxnaad:^^' 

FLOBA. 

That you 
Follow me this instant hence. 

FABIO. 

Let me know if 'tis a challenge. 

That I may together call 

Four or five of my friends to aid me. 

FLOBA. 

FoUow me. 

FABIO. 

And for what purpose 
Must I follow thee P Art thou 
That too liberal, loving lady, 
Giving all her jealousy 
Unto me, and I the lover 



J 
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Giving unto her in turn 
Not the fourth of a mararedi, 
That I must go following thee ? 

FLOBA. 

'Tis her highness who desireth 
To speak with you ; she is writing, 
And commanded you to come. 

FABIO. 

Has her highness sent you for me ? 
Heavens ! who knows out she has taken 
Courage now to own her love ? 

JEnter FLEBrDA, with a letter, 

FLEBIDA. 

Flora, have you called the servant ? 

FLOBA. 

Here, my lady, he doth stand. 

FLEBIDA. 

Leave, and wait me near at hand. [Sxit Flora, 
You remain and be observant. 

FABIO. 

Yes, my lady, I shall keep 

Heart and mind both open ; say 

How I'll serve you : show the way. 

For I am willing and dog-cheap : 

So you've little need to go 

Eound about the bush to persuade me. 

FLEBIDA. 

Fabio, I desire you aid me 
In a matter I would know, 
Which my power requires in sooth 
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As but due to my position ; 
It is about a eraye suspicion, 
Of which I wish to test the truth. 

I-ABIO. 

If I can tell I won*t delay it, 
'Tis done at once, as I shall show. 
Far more than you desire to know, 
I shall die with the wish to say it. 

FLEBIDA. 

Take this chain. 

FABIO. 

Of course, 'twere rude 
Not to accept it ; rude and cold. 
Since being yours, and made of gold, 
It must, indeed, be very good. 
Ask me : I'm mad to burst this dam 
Of silence, which my zeal reproves. 

FLEBIDA. 

Who is the lady Frederick loves ? 

FABIO. 

Unhappy babbler that I am ! 
Since the Fates but one thing hide, 
Senora, 'neath their silent mask, — 
It is the very thing you ask. 

PLEBIDA. 

If you never leave his side, 
Can it be, that, as you say, 
Tou do know it not ? (0 woe !) 

FABIO. 

If he himself doth scarcely know, 
How am I to know it, pray ? 
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PLEBIPjL. 

It-caDnot be liis bosom's pain 
Can so secret be. 

TABIO. 

If so, 

Tell it then, I wish to know, 

And I'll give you back your chain : — 

Because, Seiiora, he doth keep 

His love a thing from all unknown, — 

He, to himself, doth laugh alone, 

He, to himself, alone doth weep ; 

If he receives a letter, why. 

How it arriveth no one knows. 

Nor do we know to whom it goes. 

If he despatcheth a reply ; — 

It was but to-day, that even - 

/found out he wore love's fetter — 

For when he perused a letter 

"Which Barrabas must have given. 

Since none else approached the spot, — 

I, said he, expect to-night. 

By the glimmering stars' pale light, 

To meet a beauteous lady. 

FLEBIDA. 

What! 
Do they meet to-night ? 

TABIO. 

Unless 
Love, some wanton trick repeating, 
Interferes to prevent the meeting. 

PLEBIDA. 

And can it be (0 dire distress !) 
That the street or house of her 
He loves is quite unknown to thee ? 

L 
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FABIO. 

I know this, that it must be 



In the palace. 



TLEBIDA. 

Why? 



TABIO. 

I infer 
That from this ; beyond the scope 
Of change he suffers, in a fire 
Unknown he bums, without desire 
Adores, and loveth without hope. 
And day beholds, and midnight sees 
Him filling a big book with letters ; 
'Tis in a palace, 'mong one's betters, 
Only occur such fooleries. 

TLERIDA. 

Now attend to what I say. 
It must be your special aim 
To find out for me the name 
Of this lady ; from this day. 
Every act of his observing ; — 
And when in his manner you 
Shall discover aught that's new, 
That you think may be deserving 
Of a hearing or relating, 
Come and tell me ; full permission 
Shall I leave for your admission. 

FABIO. 

Then a gentleman in waiting 
Shall I be henceforth 'tis plain, 
Till the secret is found out. 
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FLEBIDA. ' 

And that you may have no doubt 

Whence will come your loss or gain, 

Know that both must spring from me. 

If my will you do not cross, 

Then the gain ; — but tenfold loss 

If to any one, what we 

Now have said, you dare betray. 

EABIO. 

Sly and silent I shall be, 
If the two at all agree. 

¥LEBLDA. 

Go with God ! 



FABIO. 

And with him stay ! 



Exit, 



FLEBIDA. 

fond and foolish thought be still ! 
What tyrant empire is usurp'd by thee, — 
That thou dost come by force to take from me, 
Out of my hands, the reins of my own will ? — 
But why distrust myself, and think so ill 

Of my own strength, and seem afraid to move ? 
Now on myself, ye pitying powers above. 
On my sole self, my only hope must be ; 
But if I must conceal my jealousy, 
Let me, at least, be silent of my love ! — 
Shall they (while doubts my troubled rest de- 
stroying), 
Shall they to-night (while every hope is dying), 
Upon my fancied ignorance relying, 
Meet and rejoice, the flying hours enjoying ? 
It must not be ; this scene of amorous toying 

1 neither could prevent, nor even reprove, 

l2 
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If 'twere unknown ; but when thus known 'twould 

prove 
"Wrong to permit ; take pity, heavens I on me. 
And if I must betray my jealousy — 
Let me, at least, be silent of my love ; — 

This letter, which I wrote, a double 

Duty must discharge, that by 

But he comes : ah ! vainly I 

Struggle to conceal my trouble. 

Unter fkedsbics: wit\ a tDriting-^sk and ptyrifolio, 

FBEDEBICS:. 

These letters, please your highness, need 
Tour royal signature. 

rUEBLDA. 

Ah! me — [Ande. 

Courage, strength, dexteritv. 
Now my heart requires, indeed ; — 
Frederick, leave the letters there, [AJaud. 

Which at leisure I desire 
To peruse ; as I require 
Your service in a new affair. 
More important in my sight. 
Since it doth my peace import. 

FBEDEBICK. 

What is it ? 

riiEBLDA. 

That you a short 
Journey make for me to-night. 

FBEDEBICK. 

To-night ? 

I'LEBIDA. 

To-night ; and here I give 



The letter 
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FBEDSBIOK, aside. 

Grief begins anew! 

FLEBIDA. 

Wliich you will bring along with you. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

You know, my lady, tbat I live 
Only solicitous to show 
My zeal to serve you ; that my breast 
Throbs every hour to know how "best 
To pay the duty tKat I owe ; — 
When I assure you that to-day 
My health requires it, I believe 
That I the favour will receive 
Which now I ask, and that I may 
Obtain, Sefiora, leave from thee 
To rest this evening, or permit 

FLSItlDA. 

No, no excuse can I admit ; — 

So trifling will the absence be, 

You can be back by moming^s light ; — 

And think of this, that I confide 

Even my honour and my pride 

Into your faithful charge this night: — 

So no excuse : — ^this letter take, 

And on the instant go away, 

Without postponement or delay ; 

The affair is urgent, I shall make. 

Some time, a confidant of you ; 

In person you shall bring it whore 

The superscription shall declare, — 

Bring a reply, and so adieu ! 

Hxit. 
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TBEDEBICK. 

This night, fair Laura said that she 
Would grant me leave to speak to her ;- 
Has it not then through all its sphere 
One friendly star to shine for me ? 
What shall I do ? How keep sincere 
My love, nor do my duty wrong ? 

Enter fabio. 

FA BIO. 

Is not the day extremely long ? 

FBSDERICK. 

It was the devil sent you here ; — 
This very instant, (cruel pain !) 
I must depart ; (what suffering I) 
Two saddled horses, Fabio, bring. 

FABIO. 

Has a letter come again 

By the fire or the breezes, pray ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

One has come. 

FABIO. 

What needs it more 
Than to amend it as before. 
And be glad as Christmas-day ; — 
Look at it again, indeed 
You will find it read much better. 

FBSnSBICK. 

Even the name upon the letter 
1 have not the strength to read ; — 



.TsmM 
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TABID. 

Bead it tben, perchance it may 
Not be what you thought it meant. 

S'BEDBBICK. 

I shall see to whom I*m sent ; 

" To the duke of Mantua"— 

Now begins a new confusion : [Aside, 

Doubtless she the duke doth know, 

And in this way seeks to show 

Unto me, that my collusion, 

Hiding him within my dwelling, — 

Treason is, though not intended ; 

'Tis for this she is offended. 

This the reason of her telling 

That her pride did so demand it. — 

Oh ! I step from brink to brink ! 

TABIC. 

Does it mend ? 

TBEDEBICK. 

The more I think^ 
Less and less I understand it. 

FABIO. 

Is it in cipher? 

FBEBEBICS. 

What yezation ! 

TABID. 

Like that sent some time ago 
With figures ? 

fbbdsbiob:. 

Oh I I do not know. 
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TABIO. 

Listen then to the narration : 
In Tremezen there lived a man 
That dealt in glass, who felt a flame 
Por a fair and comely dame 
Of the place ; in Tetuan 
Long had lived his greatest Mend ; — 
She her lover asked one day 
To write unto his friend, and pray 
That he would a monkey send. 
As lovers ever offer more 
Than even a mistress deigns to ask, 
So he went beyond his task. 
And ordered over three or four. 
She may have her choice, he said, 
"When the number thus is rifer ; — 
, But the gawk adopting cipher, 
He of Tetuan thus read : 
" Priend, for one whom I revere 
And would please, I beg of thee 
To send to me immediately 
3 or 4 good monkeys here." — 
Mistaking " Or" for : — the affair 
Was hard enough to manage well, — 
But the glassman's rage to tell, 
"When upon his brittle ware 
Soon (alas ! not five or six) 
He, with frenzied eyes surveying. 
Saw three hundred monkeys playing 
Thrice three thousand monkey tricks !- 
If the ciphers cause your rigours, 
!Pree the meaning from these fetters, 
Por one ape in Spanish letters 
Turns a hundred apes in figures. 

I'BEDEBICK. 

Thus to thwart me ! to encumber ! , 
Eob the hope that made me rich ! 
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FABIO. 

Is there not some means, by which 
You may send a lesser number ? 

FEEDEEICK. 

Who in all the world was ever 
So confused ? What shall I do ? 

JEnter henbt. 

HENET. 

What disturbs you ? 

FEEDEEICK. 

Any clue 
Is, I see, a vain endeavour ! — 
Hear the cause apart. 

They retire and converse together, 

EABIO. 

They go 
Out of hearing : how absurd, 
To doubt of me ! I never heard 
Any guest who spoke so low. 

EEEDEBICK. 

What is best to do, I doubt. 

HENBY. 

Let us to your house repair ; 
Here we cannot speak, and there 
That the letter may point out. 
If she knows my rank and name, 
Then my only course can be 
To avow myself : if she 
Still doth know not who I am, 
New expedients we shall try, 
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Which may set all matters right — 
I shall write to her to-night, 
What jou*ll bring as my reply. 

TBEDEBICK. 

You say well : if I obtain, 

Prom what it says, or does not say, 

The happy privilege to stay 

This night m Parma, I shall gain 

For all my sore anxiety. 

For all my griefs and sorrows past, 

A compensating joy at last, 

And still preserve my loyalty ; — 

For if the letter was for thee. 

It is no fault in me to do 

As I was told — to give it you, 

No matter where the place might be. 

HENBT. 

When the letter we have read, 
We shall know her whole design. 

TABIO. 

Shall I get, O master mine. 
Horses ready, as you said P 

TBEDEBICK. 

Fabio, yes : because, though I 
Shall not go, it must appear 
That I did. 

TABIO. 

What joy is here ! 
What means this ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

Let love reply. 



THB BXOBBT UT W0B1>S« 155 

TABID. 

Now so glad ? 

rBEDBBICK. 

Is joy admired 
As sometHing strange ? 



Eind the .... 



TABIO. 

Oh! no, for you 

BBEDEBIOK. 

What? 



FABIO« 

The cipher^s due^ 
And all the apes are not reqiured. 



SCENE II. — ^A BOOM or the palace — ^ETSHore. 

IhUer LAUBA. 

LAUBA. 

Oh ! how tardy is the dying 
Of a day of hope ! It seemeth 
As if night had all forgotten 
Its alternate realm to nde. 
Since so slowly fall its shadows, — 
Mournful biras descending lightly, 
Beating their nocturnal pinions, 
Spreading out their muTKy plumes .^^ 



^ 
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Ah ! my Frederick, if the moment 
Came tnat I would fly to see thee, 
Then with thee would all my trouhles 
Be consoled and soothed to peace ; 
And Flerida : — Ah ! my mistress, 
"Why those efforts art thou making, 
By which thou thy scorn dissemblest, 
Aiid Mse fevour dost pretend ? — 
I must pass to her apartment 
Ere the dusky gardens call me, 
As to some anticipated 
Pang of my afflicted fate, — 
By so doing, I shall compass 
Two advantages, preventing 
By the first her fear'd inquiries. 
By the last my longing sighs ; 
Since so often occupation 
Speeds the leaden-footed moments. 
Making hours appear the shorter. 
Though no shorter be their flight. 

Unter tleblda. "eTuOb^ follows with lights. 

TLERIDA. 

Laura, cousin, does my friendship 
Merit at thy hands this absence ? 
All this day I have not seen thee. 

LAUBA. 

Aa a favour I esteem, 
That you deigned to miss me, lady ; 
*Twas a slight and casual illness 
Kept me from thy side so long : 
And though yet but conv^escent, 
Ere retiring for the night-time, 
I would kiss your hand in going, 
And respectmlly inquire 
How you feel yourself, Senora. 



M 
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FLBBIDA. 

I am sorry that your al)seiice 
Was occasioned by your health, 
But am glad that you have hither 
Come to see me, even though late. 
Since, indeed, this night, dear Laura, 
I require your presence here, — 
So, take notice, you continue 
With me. 

LAUBA. 

Think, reflect, Senora .... 

TLEBIDA. 

Why reflect ? When you a thousand 
Times have done the same through kindness. 
Do it to oblige me once, — 
Por to thee alone, my cousin. 
Can I tell a certain secret. 

LAUBA, aside. 

Was there ever such confusion ? 
If I answer, I but raise 
Some suspicion, (Heaven assist me !) 
And if not, I lose .... 

PLEBIDA. 

What say you P 

LAUBA. 

That I ever am thy faithful 
Servant. 

FLEBiDA, to Flora, 

Leave us here alone : — [Uait Flora, 
Laura, give me your attention. 
I have ascertained, a lover 



.w. 
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(Scarcely can I tell it thee) 
Has but now received a letter 
From some lady, with a promise 
Him to meet to-night. 

LAXJBA, aside, 
O heavens ! 

TLEBIDA. 

And although I know the lover, 
I the lady do not know. 

LAUBA, aside. 
But I do. 

TLEBIDA. 

I must discover 
Who, from out these treUised windows 
That look down upon the terrace, 
Dares to outrage the decorum 
Of my never-broken laws. 

LAUBA. 

You do very right, for truly 
'Tis a most unheard-of daring. 

FLEBIDA. 

'Tis not fitting that in person 
I descend, nor were it right ; 
And I thus, my lovely Laura, 
Trust to you ; for you alone, 
Tou, of «dl the many persons 
Unto whom imagination 
Wandered in its searching flight. 
Have escaped the smallest shadow 
Of the most remote suspicion. 

LAUBA. 

What are then your orders'? 
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FLEEIDA. 

These : 
Once and many a time descending 
To the garden through the night, 
You become the watchful sentry 
Of my honour, reconnoitring 
Whom you meet within its bounds. 
Think not that my care arises 
Solely from decorum, Laura ; 
No, I wish to know the lady 
Frederick loves — (with strange imprudence 
Has my tongue declared his name ; 
But it matters little !) — cousin, 
This is what I charge you with. 

LAUEA. 

Needlessly thou dost implore me. 
Since, attentive to thy pleasure, 
And obedient to thy will. 
Not alone, as thou commandest. 
Shall I pay a thousand visits 
To the garden, — no, till mom 
Shall it be my joy to stay there, 
Proud and happy thee to serve. 

Takes the light, as if going. 

TLEBLDA. 

I entrust my peace, my honour. 
Unto thee, my friend and cousin ; 
Thou hast ready wit and prudence, 
Laura mine, be these thy guide — 
Go then, in the way thou wishest ; 
I \^ill only say my feeUngs 
Equal thine, and must be grateful. 



Mxit* 



LAUBA. 

God preserve me ! Oh ! how many 
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Objects at one time present them 
To my mind ; upon each other 
Crowd they so, and so depend, 
That when I would make an ending 
Of them all, I find I cannot 
Choose the foremost to begin. 
But why grieve thus ? It is better 
To leave all this tangled net-work 
To the unravelling of time ; 
And to gain on time the sooner, 
Silence is the best conductor. 
Till with Frederick I can speak ; 
He must necessarily show me. 
By his voice or by nis face. 
If he loves me or deceives me. 

She enters at one side and returns iy 
the other, 
O thou fair and beauteous garden, 
Whose eternal green republic 
Is the chosen clime of April, — 
April only dwelling here, 
It the G^od that makes thy spring-time. 
It the king that rules thy year ; 
She who oft came hither freely 
To thy fair and fertile bowers. 
To confide her love's sweet secrets. 
To thy flowers and to thy fountains. 
To thy fountains and thy flowers ; 
Xow comes hither, forced and bidden. 
Sleepless, anxious, full of fear. 
To discover who has hidden. 
With perfidious hand, the aspen 
Jealousy, within my breast. 

A noise uithin at the grate. 
In the street the signal's given ; 
Pull of terror, full of doubt 
Beats my heart : but for what reason ? 
I^ in alf the winid, no being 



A 
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Can more boldly danger dare, 

Since 'tis jealousy defends me 

Who is there ? 

Frederick a^ears at the grated window, 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Oh ! do not ask me, 
Beauteous Laura mine, unless 
Tou desire my sure enjoyment 
Should be changed to sad distrust ; 
If not I, who could it be ? 

LAUBA. 

Do not wonder, do not murmur, 
That I did not recognise thee. 
Since, indeed, you are another 
Person from the one I thought. 

I'bedebioe:. 
In what manner ? 

LAUBA. 

In this manner: — 
Prederick, at this grate, the duchess 
Left me to find out the lady 
That to-night did here invite thee ; 
From which clearly I infer 
That you have betrayed my favours. 

fbedebick. 

May the listening Heaven, my Laura .... 
Mine I said, do not reproach me. 
That when truths I came to utter, 
I thus falsely should begin ; — 
May the angry heavens destroy me, 
May a bolt of forked lightning 
Strike me dead, if from my breast 
Faintest accents ever issued, 

M 
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That my secret could profane ! 
Why need more to undeceive you, 
Than that she confides in i/ou ? — 
And moreover, how, I pray thee, 
Could she tell thee watch for me, 
When she must suppose me absent 
On a journey, of whose nature 
I have not now time to tell ? 

LAURA. 

Though so far you exculpate you, 
Now explain to me the cause 
Of the interest she taketh, 
Frederick, in thus detecting 
Who it is that favours you ? 

PBEDEBIOK. 

As to that, though I am doubtful. 
That the cause of these inquiries 
Springs from me and not herself. 
Were it not to give thee, Laura, 
Even a greater triumph stiU,— 
And to bring thy love in deeper 
Debt to mine, to speak my thought ?- 
He who wins what s not resisted 
Scarcely can be said to win : — 
Do not baffle my complainings. 
Since they have a surer base 
In Lisardo, there exchanging 
Seeming ills for certain woes ; — 
Say, ah Laura ! must you wed him ? 

IiATTBA. 

I wed not : it is misfortune 
Eorms the wish, and not my heart. 

FBEDEBICK, 

One who loves can conquer all things* 
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LAITBA. 



That is true : 'tis also certain, 
One who loves, all danger fears. 



VBEDSBIOE. 



Then why write to me that letter, 

Laura, where you fondly vowed, 

Ere you'll lose me, life shall leave thee ; — 

That my portrait I should bring 

In return for thine you sent me ? 



LAXTBA^ 



There was not the inconvenience, 
Frederick, that has since arisen. 



PBEDEBICK. 

"What a poor excuse you give me, 
Por your sudden change ! Ah ! Laura, 
If your firm resolve is taken, 
"Why waste time at such a moment ? 
"Why waste words in speaking to me ? — 
See the portrait that you asked for 
Comes to be the only witness 
Of my jealousy : — behold ! 
In its setting, it appeareth 
Similar to that dear image 
That you sent me, when with joy 
Looked my happy fortune on me ; — 
Por it was my poor ambition. 
Since the jewel was not equal, 
That the case that hid it were : — 
Take it, and but this I ask thee. 
If another thou shouldst wed, 
Look not on it : though but painted, 
It will silently upbraid. 

m2 
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LAUBA. 

Frederick, I . . . . But hark ! I hear 
Footsteps through the street approaching. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Ah ! perhaps you then had told me 
Something would have given me joy, 
If you were not interrupted ? 

LAITBA. 

Thine I am, and thine for ever. 
Had I said, and now I say it. 

PBEDEBICK. 

Let him come, whoe'er is coming; — 
No, they turn another way. 

LAITBA. 

Notwithstanding that, 'tis needful 
That I close the grating now. 
Frederick, let my word of parting 
Be a word of caution too : 
Jealous eyes are watching o'er us. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Need we more for our protection 
Than to watch them too ? 

LAUBA. 

And how ? 

EBEDEBIOK. 

I shall send to you a cipher 

In the morning, which will show, 
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How before the courfc and duchess 
Tou can speak direct to me ; — 
And without the least suspicion, 
In the presence of them all, 
Loudly speak, and loudly answer. 

LATJEA. 

This will be, unless I err. 
What is called the spoken secret. 

EBEDEBICK. 

Use all caution in the reading 
Of the letter I shall bring. 

LATJBA. 

I will do so. God defend thee ! 

ebedebioe:. 
Heaven protect thy precious life. 

LATJBA. 

Love ! what bitter pangs you cost me. 



EBEDEBIOK. 

Laura ! what to me you owe ! 



Mceunt, 



ACT EL sCESB L- 



Frcderiek, I csmot penoade 
Tfaatt die letter of the dwrhew 
Had s more m f rten oos icmui^ 
Thsn what it app e ara to he ; 
Kametyy but a oourteoos answer 
To the one I lately hrought : — 
And she merely sent tou with it 
For the adrentitioiis fioooor 
That the bearer might impart ; 
Thinking doubtleflB it were proper, 
I9 the duke's lelaticm seeming. 
That her messenger should eqnal 
His in point of Inrth and ranL 
Do not fear that she snspecteth 
Who I am : and so the best 
Plan for you is, thus pretending 
That from Mantoa you come 
With this letter, which I give yon. 
She will neyer dream or doubt, 
Seeing here my hand and signet, 
But that there you must have been. 

rBEDSBICK. 

Though I recognise with clearness 
All these reasons, and your letter 
Leaves no doubt upon the subject 
That your person is unknown ; 
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Still the £Eict of her oommaading 

ISSj departure yester-eyening, 

'Wnen a ladj had appointed 

Secretlj to speak with me ; 

That same lady then declanng 

That her highness had discoyered^ 

How or when she could not tell me, 

All about that trysting-time,-*— 

When I feel her reputotion 

Stands in peril every moment ; 

All these thoughts must leave me, Henzji 

Some remaining grounds of grie£ 



'Tis a subject that requiieth 
Greater leisure : take the lett^, 
Let us kiU the first suspicion, 
And the second soon shall die. 
Almost of itself ; the letter, 
iEVederick, take, and so adieuu 

TBBBEBIOK. 

Will you not approach the palace P- 



Surely yes ; if it in all things 
Is the country of my soul, 
It its very sphere and cendbre, 
Every instant that it liveth 
Out of it, it lives in pain. 



7ABI0* 

Must a man of honour bear tiiis P 
What do you complain oi^ Fabio P 



JbU. 
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TABIO. 

I complain, my lord, of naught ; 
Merely ask a calculation 
Of the time I thee have served : 
If for every hour you gave me 
What you give me for a year, 
I decls^ to God, another 
Hour I would not wish to serve. 

TBEDEBICK. 

Why? 

FABIO. 

' Because my luckless noddle 

Is turned topsy-turvy thinking. 
And there's not enough of money 
Up and down the world, to pay 
Any servant who must think of 
All the bedlam things you say. 

PBEDEBICK. 

How prove this ? 

EABIO. 

Just in this way : 
Fabio ! I am dving, Fabio ; 
This is my last living day,- 
Hope and life shall die together ; 
Shall I order then your hearse ? 
I inquire, and you replying, 
Answer — No, I shall not die. 
For the night that is approaching 
Shall be glorious day to me : — 
I am very glad to hear it : — 
Fabio !— Master ! I must go 
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On a journey, get two horses 

Eeady-saddled — ^it is done : — 

Now I shall not go, but bring them, — 

Mount on one ; I do : how far 

Have we gone P A league : then homeward, 

Turn about : and bo we turn ; 

Let us seek at once our dwelling ; 

Mind you follow not my steps ; — 

And a thousand contradictions, 

Little secrets without end, 

Which the devil could not fftthom. 

Eor, in fine, I do not like 

Any master who thus deals in. 

Without being Pope or Pontiff, 

Cases rightly called "reserved.* 



99 



FBEDEBICK. 

Silence ; for her highness cometh. 
Mind, remember what I said ; 
That by no means you discover 
How nor you nor 1 were absent 
Out of Parma all last night. 

TASIO. 

Oh ! of course : — ^now I am dying [Anie. 

To reveal it to Flerida, 

For three simple reasons : first, 

To regale my tongue a little ; 

Secondly, for vengeance' sake ; 

Thirdly, to oblige her highness. 

Exit. 
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SCENE n. — ^AKOTHBB PABT OP THB GAEDEKS. 

Mtter riiEBiDA and lauiul. 

FLBBIDA. 

So, dear Laura, no one ventured 
Down to seek the peaceful region 
Of the garden ? 

LATJBA. 

Say, how oft 
Do you wish that I should tell thee ? 

7LJ&BIDA. 

This once only. 

IiAUBA. 

Then believe me, 
That within its beauteous limits 
I remained until the mom. 
Laughing at my strict obedience, 
Turned its laughter into tears, — 
Scattering pearls o'er all its roses, 
StiU the garden no one sought : 
So that for vour wild suspicions, 
Save myself perhaps, Senora, 
No one now can give thee grounds. 

FLEBIDA. 

Yes they can, because 'twere easy, 
Laura 

LAVBA. 

What? 
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PLXBIDA* 

Even for that lady 
To discover Frederick's absence 
On a sudden call of duty, 
Which prevented her from going 
To the garden through the night ; 
But at least this consolation 
I have gained, that I prevented 
Once, at least, their conversation. 
And the meeting they had hoped. 

IiATJBA. 

That is clear : — thou little dreamest [jUide, 
That thy foolish, jealous nature 
Has been like a magic girdle. 
Binding those thou wouldst divide. 

£nter ebedebick and tabic. 

PBEDEBICK. 

Let me kiss your hand, Sefiora. 

PLEEIDA. 

Why with such swift expedition 

Have you hastened homeward, Frederick ? 

PBEDEBICE. 

The desire I had to serve thee 
Would not let me travel slower. 

TABID. 

Yes, Sefiora ; and to Mantua 
As it's but a league 

FBEDEBIOE. 

What say you P 

TABID. 

Oh ! I meant to say a docen. 
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FLEBIDA. 

Do you bring bis grace's answer ? 

EBEDEBICK. 

Could I bitber come without it ? 

FABio, aside. 

Well, I never beard sucb lying 
Done witb sucb a cool assurance. 

EBEDEBIOK. 

Tbis, Sefiora, is tbe letter. [^Presents it. 

FLEBIDA, aside. 
Yes, 'tis bis, my vengeance miss'd not. 

FABio, aside to fbedebick. 
Wbo wrote tbis ? 

FBEDEBIOEU 

Tbe duke of Mantua. 

FABIO. 

Even me you would bamboozle ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Sow bave you been yourself ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

So bappy, 
In tbe respectful love I bear tbee, 
So rejoiced is my obedience 
To be ever in tby service, 
Tbat I vow to tbee, Sefiora, 
Never nigbt appeared more pleasant. 
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TABio, ande, 

I believe bo : though he striveth 
To dissemble thus, he cannot 
Quite succeed. 

liAiTXA, aside. 

The sly expression 
Of his face conveys two meanings. 

riiBBiDA reads, 

'' For the honours and attentions 
Which your grace has paid to Henrji 
And to me, by your despatching 
Even your secretary hither, 
I, indeed, feel so indebted, 
That my soul becometh bankrupt, 
Eoiowing it is wholly powerless 
To repay, with aught sufficient, 
One or other obligation; 
More than this, when I bethink me 
How my soul is sweetly prisoned 
In a servitude " 



Nofbriiier: — 
This is of another matter ; — 
I am pleased extremely, Vredmckf 
At your diligent dem^Hioiir 
In this business. 



JBeeumee. 



I am proud at to 



TLEMIDJL 

You are weary ; nU a VMti — 
Aft«r that, rtUam^ d m gM tthim 
Of importaoc* wait Wfj mpKm§, 
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TBEDlfiBIOK. 

First permit me, ere I leave yon, 
To present Sefiora Laura 
With this letter in your presence, 
For as I would scarcely venture. 
Through respect, to address the lady, 
So 'twere wrong in me to give it 
At a time that might offend thee. 

Grives Laura a letter. 

FLEBIDA. 

Whose is this ? 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Indeed, I know not. 
Prom the chambers of the duchess, 
Mother of the duke, a ladv 
Came and gave it me ; I lancy, 
Some old friend or near relation. 

TABID, aside. 

Listening to these lies doth make me 
Dull and stupid as a donkey. 

LAUBA. 

Tes, Sefiora, the hand-writing 

Now I see is Madame Celiacs. 

With your leave, I shall withdraw 

For a little while to read it, — 

'Till I get beyond her eye-sight, [Aside. 

I shall move half dead with terror. 

FBEDEBIOK, aside to LAUBA. 

Sead it quickly. 

LATTBA, to him. 

I shall do so. [Exit. 
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FLEBIDA. 

Go with God. 

EBEDEBIOK. 

For endless ages 
Lire ! and may the bright sun count them ! 

FLEBIDA. 

How contented, oh ! how happy 
Do I feel that I prevented 
This love-meeting; for, though many 
Doubts remain behind, yet also 
Vigilance remains to teach me 
How to mar all future meetings. 

FABio, (tside. 

If the future prove like this one, 
Tou, for certain, have great reason 
To be proud of your manoeuvres. 

FLSBIDA. 

Fabio ! 

PABIO. 

Madam, I have waited 
To speak with you : 'till he left you 
I have lingered here, pretending 
To be looking at these frescoes. 

FLEBIDA. 

Tell me, if, upon the journey, 

He seemed grieved at his departure. 

FABIO. 

"What departure ? 

FLEBIPA. 

Yester-evening's. 
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PABIO. 

Do you then, my lady, fancy 

That he went from this hist evening ? 

I'LEBIDA. 

Why, of course, he must have done so, 
Otherwise how could he bring me, 
Not alone the duke's sealed answer. 
But his autograph — his letter. 
Every line his own hand- writing ? 

TABIO. 

How, I know not : — we departed. 
Went about a league's short distance, 
And came back again. 

FLEBIDA. 

What say you ? 

FABIO. 

Truth the clearest, most undoubted, 
Or there's none on earth ; he left me 
At his rooms, with strict injunctions 
Not to budge an inch beyond them. 
When he went to meet his sweet-heart. 

FLEBIDA. 

Oh ! it cannot be : unsay it. 

FABIO. 

Then 'twas she who came to meet him. 

FLEBIDA. 

Quick ! and tell me what remaineth. 

FABIO. 

He came home at morning, giving 
Many joyful demonstrations 
Of a very kind reception. 
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fLEBCDA. 

Tonr sadacious tongue is lying. 

TABIO. 

Lies are duels ; two must make them. 

TLEBIDA. 

Who then sent he with the letter ? 

FABIO. 

No one. 

FLEBID^ 

How obtain the answer ? 

FJLBIO. 

"Why, what difficulty is there ? 
Since a man who has a demon 
Ever bringing notes and billets. 
Can with equal ease compel him 
Fetch and carry longer letters ; — 
Certainly some strange familiar 
He must have : this proposition 
Proves I do not lie. 

FLEBLDA. 

However, 
Still I hold that you are lying. 

FABIO. 

No ; I vow to God, my lady. 
This is true, and true as gospel. 
That he did not leave this city. 
But the whole night spent in speaking 
With his mistress. 
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PLEBIDA. 

Peace, and leaye me. 
Laura cometh, I am anxious 
To find out, that I may free me 
From the doubts that round me thicken. 
What this letter is he brought her. 

FABio, aside. 

Well, God help thee for a duchess. 
In the anxious search you're making 
To find out who is the lady 
[Frederick woos ; and he, by Heaven ! 
Is so slow to understand her ! — 
Ah ! with me if she would act so, 
I would see it in a moment. 

JEJnter lattba. 

LAUEA, aside. 

Now that I have read the cipher, 
I return to see the duchess. 
That she may have no suspicion 
Of the cause of my retirement. 

ELEBIDA. 

Laura, what has Celia written 
In her letter ? 

LAUEA. 

Oh ! a thousand 
Silly, foolish things, Senora. 
This is it, if you would read it : — 
I will give her the enclosure, [Aside, 

Which was placed there for deception, 
Having first removed the cipher. 
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Lfton^ no, I will not read it ; 
All I wi^ is duit joa dearhr 
Understand niT cause of tnmUe. 
Yesterday, as I bare toM too, 
I disooTered that a ladr 
Had presmned to write to TrederiA, 
And appoint an hour to meet bim 
Late last niglit. 



Ijs so, Senofa. 

First, mT motive was this ontrage 
On decorum : then a feeling. 
Partly curious, partly anxi0as. 
To find out this unlmown lady. 
Made me order his departure. 
And your rigil in the garden. 
Hear now what a spy has told me. 
One whose place is erer near him. 
That last night (ah me ! the torture !) 
Prederick went not forth from Parma, 
But remained the whole night ^leaking 
With his mistress in the garden. 

Was there erer heard such boldneaa ? 
Did he name the ladr ? 

nxmiPA. 
Xo, 

UlUBA. 

Then, Seiiora, do not trust him ; 
For, suppoi^ing be deoeired jou 

jr2 
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With this counterfeited letter, 
To what end would he deceive me 
Also with the one he brought me ? 

PLEBIDA. 

Are you certain that this letter 
Is your cousin's ? 

LAUHA. 

I am certain. 

rLEBIDA. 

Then he must some other person 
Have despatched for both the letters, 
Who has baffled my informant. 

LAUBA. 

Yes, no doubt. 

FLEBIDA. 

But still remaineth 
One more doubt. Tou spent the night-time 
In the garden, and no lady 
To the trellised grate descended ; 
Thus 'tis certain, if the story 
Of this man be true, how Frederick 
Spent the whole night till the morning 
With his mistress, that she is not 
Any one within the palace. 

LAUBA. 

Do not doubt it ; it is easy 
To believe she's of the city. 

FLEBIDA. 

Still I'll make a thousand efforts. 
Each surpassing each in daring, 
To find out who is this lady. 
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LATTBA. 

Why concern yourself, Senora ? 

TLEEIDA. 

Ask not such a foolish question. 
Laura, since to thee confiding, 
Since confessing to thy bosom 
The affliction that I suffer, — 
What imports it, if he know not ? 
For my pride is so excessive — 
So extreme my haughty nature — 
That I cannot let him wound them. 
Even though he know them not. 



JEdcit* 



LATTEA. 



'Tis essential to apprise him 

Of these curious overwatchings — 

Of these jealous -eyed espials ; 

But, ah me ! the very reason 

That I give him to be cautious 

Will reveal to him the secret 

Of rierida's jealous heart ; — 

And it is no prudent action 

To inform the firmest lover 

That another loves him well ; 

For the humblest heart is tainted 

So with vanity's sweet poison, 

That what once it thought a favour, 

Soon a thankless debt becomes : — 

Still it is of less importance. 

Than that he should know not (Heaven I) 

Of the spies that clog his footsteps, 

And the dangers that surround : 

To advise him, I am anxious 

Now to make a re-perusal 
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Of the cipher that he gave me, 
Which I should remember well. 

She conceals the letter which she has been 
holding J and takes out another y which she 
reads, 
" When you ever wisli, Seiiora, 
By your voice of aught to warn me, 
You will make, at the beginning, 
With your handkerchief a sign. 
That I thus may be attentive ; — 
Then upon whatever matter 
You would speak, the words that open 
Lines that pauses follow quickly, 
Will be meant for me alone. 
And the rest for those about us ; — 
Then by joining in succession 
All these first words, one by one, 
I can know what you would tell me ; 
And the same course you will follow 
When I make the sign in turn." \_Besumes, 
The plan is easy and ingenious ; 
But a difficulty seemeth 
In effecting such a junction 
As will make the separate senses 
Clear to us, and to the others. 
Not to err, again I'll read it. 

Beads to herself. 

Enter lisabdo. 

LiSABDO, aside. 

So absorbed and so attentive, 

Laura looks upon a letter, 

tChat although, 'tis true, no feeling 

Of a vile suspicious kind. 

Based on jealousy, could make me 

Pail in that respect I owe her, 

Yet a foolish, curious longing 
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Makes me wish to know the pith 
Of a letter so attractive. 
Would that I could read that paper 
From this spot, unseen by her ! 

LAUBA. 

Who is there ? 

LISABDO. 

'Tis I. 

LAUBA, aside, 
O sorrow ! 



LISABDO. 

Why this trouble ? this confusion P 



LAUBA. 

Neither troubled nor confused 

LISABDO. 

Why, that crumpled paper shows it, 
And your rising blush betrays. 

LAUBA. 

Better read these indications. 

Crumpled letter — rising bloom— 

You will see they do not follow 

As the consequence of grief, 

But the plain effects of insult, 

Which you thus by your suspicious 

Want of confidence mflict ; 

You a traitor ! you a secret 

Spy upon my simplest act ! — 

Guilt's best remedy is ever [Aside, 

Thus to thunder in complaint. 
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XI8ABD0. 

Laura, I do not distrust thee, 

And that thou mayst know how strong , 

How confiding is the feeling 

That my heart preserves for thee, 

Pearing naught of what thou*rt hiding, 

I shall let my tongue demand 

What that paper is. 

LAUBA. 

A paper 
Which in little floating fragments 
I shall give unto the air ; 
Por, to such a foolish question — 
Idle as the wind — 'tis right 
That the wind should give the answer. 

Tears it 

LISABDO. 

From the wind I shall regain it, 
Since you give it to the wind. 

LAUEA. 

Never ! though quite unimportant 
Your attempt to join them so ; 
Still my reputation needeth 
That my anger should chastise 
All these base and vile suspicions 
Which you dare to show to me. 

LISABDO. 

But 

LAUEA. 

Behold ! the wind has ta'en them : 
As my husband you are not. 
You have no right to presume thus. 
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IiIS1.1tDO« ' 

As thj coumn, and thy lover, 

Though, alas ! not yet thy husband, 

I must reunite the fragments 

Of this serpent of evasion, 

That in every scattered letter ^ 

Deadly venom still doth hold. 

IiAITBA. 

Do not so ; for this, Lisardo, 
"Which you call a bloody serpent. 
Is a snake beneath my feet. 

USABDO. 

Though amid the flowers I perish, 
I will stoop and gather. 

XATTBA. 

No. 

LISABDO. 

Let me, Laura, 

liAirBji.. 

Hold! TJngrateAd. 

Miter at one side ABinssTO, and at the other 
FLEBiDA : a little after, fbedebioi: cmd pabio. 

ABlfESTO. 

What is all this noise, Lisardo P 

riiEBIDA. 

Laura, what is all this outcry P 

U8ABD0. 

It is nothing. 



,jiM 
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LAUBA. 

Nay, your higlmess, 
It is much : now, love, assist me ! 

Aside. 

ABKESTO. 

Wilt thou speak thus P [2b Idsardo, 

FLEBIDA. 

Wilt thou quarrel ? [To Laura, 

ABITESTO. 

With thy cousin ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Thy betrothed ? 

ABmESTO. 

Say, Lisardo, what has happened ? 

ELEEIDA. 

Laura, what has passed between you ? 

LISABDO. 

It is nothing that I know of. 

LAUBA. 

It is much: you know, Senora, 
That you left me here this instant 
Beadmg Madam Celia's letter. 

ELEBIDA. 

Yes. 

LATJBA. 

And being thus employed, I 
Was insulted by Lisardo, 
Who, with insolent presumption, 
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Dared to treat me with suspicion : 

And, that you may know the reason, 

Eind Senora, pritnee listen — 

Listen, also, thou my father. 

And the friends who have come with thee : 

Por to me it is important 

All the world should know the secret 

That I carry in my bosom. 

Takes out her hmdkerchirf, 

PBEDEBIOK. 

Tell me what has happened, Pabio. 

7ABI0. 

I don't know : [aside] since I am certain 

It is not about the matter 

That I mentioned to the duchess. 

It doth give me little trouble. 

TBEDEBIOE. 

Since I see she gives the signal [Aside, 

Let me pay her strict attention- 
Joining the first words she utters. 

ABKESTO. 

Speak, my daughter. What delays you ? 

TLEBIDA. 

Laura, end your hesitation. 

LAVBA. 

Flerida — ^whom kind Heaven above 
Has — given alike both wit and beauty : 
Already — is my humble duty 
Known — ^to thee by years oi love. 

ELEBIDA. 

'Tis true ; but why this trembling tone P 
Why, now, remind me of it, pray ? 
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FBEDIBICE, iuide. 

The first four words expressly say, 
" Flerida has already known." 

ULUBA. 

That — my heart must this avow ! — 
You did not — think to hear this sighing 
Gto from — out my lips, relying 
Here — on thy protection now. 

AENKSTO. 

Enough, enough, why shed a tear ? 
The simplest word will do instead. 

FBEDEBIGK, oside. 

Again the words have plainly said, 
" That you did not go trom here." 

LAUEA. 

And that — from you should come this strife ! 
You met — me here, Lisardo : Why 
Your lady — thus insult ? for I, 
Dear — Love be praised ! am not thy wife. 

LISABDO. 

It is yourself that wronged the near 
Aflfection that; should bind us two. 

PLEBIDA, to Laura. 
Do you proceed : — ^be silent you. \_To Lisardo. 

FBSDEBIGK, aside, 
" And that you met your lady dear." 

LAUBA. 

For which — unkind discourtesy, 

Her — heart must feel, who meant no wrong, 

Jealousy — undisguised and strong 

Is shown — ^thus openly by thee. 
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LISABDO. 

Tbe letter you perused alone, 

Did you not tear when I came near it ? 

ABNESTO. 

Perfectly right she did to tear it. 

EBEDEBiCE, (mde. 
" For which her jealousy is shown." 

LAUBA. 

Bemember — what my anger vows. 
That — I will die ere wed with thee : 
You — my father insist that he 
Name me not — his affianced spouse. 

ABKESTO, to Lisardo* 

From the disgrace in which you have got, 
How will you free yourself? 

LISABDO. 

Heart-broken 
Am I. 

ABNESTO. • 

Be silent. 

EBEDEBICE, Oside. 

She has spoken, 
" Remember that you name me not." 

LAUBA. 

Because — what tyrant spouse were he, 
The man — even now in courtship's hour, 
"Who lives — 'neath jealousy's dark power ? 
"With thee — what would tne after be ? 
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LISABDO. 

My error was my jealousy; 
Tlien, lovely Laura, pray forgive. 

ABNESTO, to Lisardo. 
The worst excuse that you could give. 

PBEDEBICK, aside, 
" For the man who lives with thee." 

LAUBA. 

Is — this poor apolo^ 
Your greatest — grief for being rude P 
Enemy — of all that's good, 
Meet me — henceforth an enemy ; 
To-night — avoid my averted sight : 
At — mom, my usual smile thou'lt miss ; 
The same — dark cloud that shadows this 
Spot — on thy hopes shall ne'er grow bright. 

JExit, 

ABNESTO. 

The punishment that thou hast got 

You have deserved ; I'm wroth with thee. 

Exit, 

EBEDEBICK, OSlde. 

" Is your greatest enemy : — 

Meet me to-night at the same, spot." 

ELEBIDA. 

It, Lisardo, ill became you 

Thus to treat fair Laura so ; 

But as I the reason know, 

I must not too strictly blame you : — 

He would tear away the mask, [Aside. 
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And is jealous for not seeing ; — 

I, a more unhappy being. 

Jealous am, but dare not ask ! [Ilsit 

FABio, aside. 

Well, thank God ! I feel much bolder, 

Since Plerida left this spot, 

For my master now cannot 

Learn from her the news I told her. 

USABDO. 

Heaven protect me ! 'tis exceeding 
All I ever heard or knew ! 
Frederick, let me know, if you 
Think, because I found her reading. 
And but asked to see the letter, 
That it could so much offend her ? 
Vex her father too, and render 
Even Flerida little better ? 
Say, if it is known to thee, 
What could cause the great excess 
Of her indignation ? 

TEEDEEICK. 

Yes, 
For the cause is clear to me ; 
Laura is with you offended' 
For your want of confidence. 

LISAEDO. 

Ah ! my foolish want of sense ! 

Ah ! my hope, how soon thou'rt ended ! 

* 

EEEDEEICE, cuide. 

Ah ! how mine has taken flight ! 

PABio, aside, 
I have nothing now to dread. 
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rssDiBics:, aside. 

Let me join what she has said, 
If I can remember right ; 
For which purpose I will seek, 

my planet ! to restrict your 
Influence ; and by her picture, 
Think I hear her sweet lips speak. 

Takes out a portrait 
Beauteous image, loved so well. 
What you said but now, repeat. 

FABio, aside. 

Ah ! a picture ! — well, 'tis sweet 
To have something new to tell. 

FBEDEBIGE, Oside. 

" !Flerida has already known 
That you did not go from here. 
And that you met your lady dear, 
For which her jealousy is suown ; — 
Remember that you name me not ; 
Because the man who lives with thee 
Is your greatest enemy : 
Meet me to-night at the same spot.'*' 

ToMbio. 
By Heaven ! thou traitoi* most abhorred, 
'Tis thou my secret that hast sold, — 
'Tis thou, d villain, that hast told 

1 did not go away ! [SfriJkes him. 

FABIO. 

My lord, 
"What sudden fit of anger now 
Has seized upon you, that you so 
Severely treat me ? 
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FBEDEBICE. 

"Well I know 
The reason, traitor. 

PABIO. 

Then avow 
The reason of it first of all : 
Did you not enter here with me 
The best of friends ? What testimony 
Could you meet with in this hall, 
Speaking to neither young or old ? — 
Who maligned me ? let me hear. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Villain, since I entered here, 
I found out that you have told 
How I did not go last night. 
And that I met my mistress too. 

FABIO. 

Heard it here, you say ? 

TBEDEBICK. 

I do. 

FABIO. 

Think now, master 

FBEDEBICK. 

By this light 
1*11 chastise you, for your profit. 

7ABI0. 

Tell me, which of the ladies said it P 

PBEDSBICK. 

Her you told may have the credit, 
For 'twas she who told me of it. 

o 
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FABIO. 

I told no one : — Death is bliss [Aside, 

Compared to telling truth, I feel. 

PEEDEEIGK. 

"Well, by Heaven ! beneath my steel 

You die this instant. [JDraws his sword. 

Enter henry. 

HENEY. 

What means this ? 

FEEDEEICK. 

It means that I a wretch would kill. 

EABIO. 

Ah ! hold, Senor ! 

HENEY. 

My friend, reflect ; 
This is the palace, recollect. 

FEEDEEICK. 

Let me the villain's vile blood spill. 

HENEY to Fdbio. 
Fly! 

EABIO. 

Like a deer before the chase, 
Since you so kindly ope the way ; 
This happens almost every day : — 
WeU ! what a tattler is her grace ! 

Aside, and exU. 

HENEY. 

Why do you seem so discomposed ? 
What has affected your condition ? 
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FEEDEEICK. 

The perilous and strange position 
This villain's conduct hath imposed : — 
rierida, Henry, has come by 
The knowledge that I did not go. 

HENET. 

Who has informed her ? 

FEEDEEICK. 

None did know 
Except this servant, you, and I. 

HENET. 

Has she expressed it ? 

EEEDEEICK. 

She ? ah ! no ; 
If wroth, she is too wise to show it, 
And seems as if she did not know it. 

HENET. 

Perhaps whoever told you so 
Invented it. 

EEEDEEIGZ. 

No, no, for she 
Is frightened for her own dear sake. 

HENET. 

Perhaps there may be some mistake. 

EEEDEEIGZ. 

Alas ! I know it cannot be. 
And so, I see no way, in sooth, 
To make amends for my transgression, 
TliaM to make a clear confession 
And avow the simple truth. 

o2 
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HENET. 

Although in that case I would prove 

The guiltier of the two, be sure 

To make thy mind again secure ; 

I might such desperate means approye, 

If indeed it were the true 

And certain means to gain that end. 

PEEDEEICK. 

In such a trouble, say, my friend, 
What would you think tne best to do ? 

HENET. 

I would be silent, till the affair 

Took clearer shape, and then act so : — 

For she knows, or does not know. 

If she know it, and her fair 

Discretion glides the matter oyer, 

Were it right in you to go, 

And what she wish'd not to know. 

By your own tongue thus discoyer ? — 

If she know it not, 'twill be 

Doubly wrong to me and you, 

That what she from no one knew 

She should strangely learn from thee. — 

Were I thou, I would at first 

Flatter Fabio, as yet 

He mai/ be faithful : — do not let 

Eeyenge proyoke him : — at the worst 

Giye him not new grounds to go 

With complainings to her grace ; 

Lest, perforce, in such a case 

She must speaJk and act. 

FEEDEEICK. 

Although 
Still I feel a strong objection. 
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Differing as I said I do, 

I will be advised by you, 

Not to err through my election : 

Pabio at once I'll trace, 

I shall talk with fair Florida, 

Till she speaks she ne'er shall read a 

Trace of guilt upon my face. \^Uonf, 

HENET. 

I, the heir of his confusion. 
All the doubts he held, inherit, 
For, although his person leaves me. 
All his griefs remain behind : — 
I came here to see Flerida, 
Thinking then that my ambition 
(Woe is me !) could not aspire to 
Any greater good than this : — 
Now one day pursues another. 
And I, still disguised, continue 
At her court, in constant danger 
Of thus outraging her pride ; 
Since there may be many persons 
Here who recognise my person. 
And I thus may make my secret 
Worship seem a fool's offence ; 
Since, if firstly my intention 
Was to act a part, and follow 
Up the false with truer issues, 
Why delay to do so now ? 

Unter fleeida. 

FLEBiPA, €uide. 

Once again, O lyrant passion ! 

Once again, with blina attraction 

Wilt thou draw me ? Hush ! 'tis Henry. 

HEI<rBY. 

Noblest lady, I impart 

To these listening flowers and fonntainBy 
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Of which thou art the aurora, 
Love's complainings. 

rLEETDA. 

And for what ? 

HENET. 

For at seeing thee, Senora, 

Beauteous goddess of this flower-world- 

Deity of this sweet place, — 

Killing like the sun with radiance, 

And with glances^ like love's darts, — 

I exclaimed, To-day you need not 

Squander, Love, your ammunition : 

If one beam alone can conquer. 

If one dart can all suffice. 

Why, O tyrant Love, employ thus 

Such a host of darts and beams ? 

FLEBIDA. 

This discourse awakens, Henry, 
Two surprises, which are these : 
First, that you should so address me ; 
Secondly, that I should hear. 
Leave my presence : if his highness 
Sent you to my court, it was 
Kot that you should act the traitor 
Unto him as well as me. 

HENET. 

Nor to him, nor you, Senora, 
Do I think that I am one. 
Since it is the duke who feeleth 
Everything that I have said. 

FLEBIDA. 

Marriages by means of proxy 
Oft the world has seen, I know, 
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But a lover's wooing never. 

And though I the fact admit, 

That it was for him you flatter' d, 

Did I not expressly say, 

That you should his highness mention 

Only when I spoke of him ? 

HENET. 

Yes, Senora, but I never 
Fancied the condition was, 
That if you were always silent, 
I for ever should not speak. 

ELEEIDA. 

If I am to speak, then, Henry, 
Some time, let it be to-day. 
To declare to you how vainly 
Doth the duke attempt to cross 
Waves of fire with oars of feather, 
Or vdth wax wings seek the sun. 
Now, withdraw, before I answer — 
Rather pride will speak for me — 
AVith accumulated anger, 
Henry, to the duke and you. 

HEKET. 

I obey you, madam, fearing 
Greater punishment may come, — 
If the greatest is not leaving 
Loveliness like thine : 'tis death ! 



FLEEIDA. 

Deeply has this sudden boldness 
Given me food for thought : O love 
Leave, oh ! leave a little moment, 
My imagination free 

To examine But who enters ? 

Who haa ventured here ? 



JEjXtt, 
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Unter tabio. 

FABIO. 

'Tis I :— 

most prating of princesses ! 
I, whose heart is OTerflowed 
With the many-billowed load 
Of the weight that it oppresses, 
Fop my bemg such a prater ; 
And, ^though 'tis rude in stating. 
Yet I must assert, in prating 
That your highness is a greater. 

TLEBLDA. 

What would you tell by this ? confess, 

TABIO. 

What did you tell by that ? avow. 
In your late conversation ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Now 

1 understand your meaning less. 

PABIO. 

Did it arise from your believing 
That what I told you would have rotted, 
If in your noddle you had got it 
An hour or so without revealing ? 

TLEBIDA. 

Who, was it then I told it to ? 

FABIO. 

To no one if it was not he. 
Who, fiill of rage and cruelty, 
When you had just got out of view, 
Attack d me in so fierce a way, 
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That if he were not forced to pause. 
He would have killed me. 

FLEBIDA. 

Why? 

VABIO. 

Because 
Your highness has too mudi to day* 

FtiBBIDA. 

But if I spoke not to him since, 
How can it be that he has got 
The news from me ? 

fABIO. 

Why then, if not 
He learned it from the infernal prince^— 
Which is impleasant ; as I swell, 
I burst with news I fear to telL 

VLEBIDA. 

Say what it is. 

7ABI0. 

I do not know* 

FLEEIDA. 

Did he another letter get ? 

JABIO. 

Oh! I know nothing. 

FLEBinA. 

HashegoneP 

JABIO. 

Oh ! I know nothing. 

VUBBTDA. 

Anjontf 
Been here to see hiniy whom he met 
In secret ? 
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TABIO. 

Still I nothing know. 

FLEEIDA. 

Then I am forced to think that you 
Repent of what you vowed to do — 
Lately to serve me ; and thus show 
More zeal for Frederick's sake, by such 
liefusals, than for mine. 

EABIO. 

Not this 
The cause explains. 

FLEEIDA. 

And what ? 

rABIO. 

It is 
Because your highness talks too much. 
If he finis out this time, in glory 
Soon, by his hand, I rest. 

TLEEIDA. 

As yet 
He has killed you not, and may forget. 

FABIO. 

'Tis true : but hear a little story ! — 
A gay gallant and sprightly dame 
Were once engaged in conversation; 
When, enjoying the occasion. 
An insect that 1 need not name 
Thus astutely thought and said : 
" Now as he can scarcely scratch, 
I methinks had best despatch 
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A quiet meal, nor danger dread." 
The gentleman, with great politeness, 
Bore it long : but then the gnawing 
Grew so fearful, that with drawing 
His right hand unseen, with lightness 
Attacked the enemy con amove. 
And with his fingers, ere in flight 
He could escape from out the fight. 
Bore him prisoner from that foray ! — 
The lady, turning time enough 
To see her lover's fingers press' d 
Against each other, so compress' d 
As if they held a pinch of snuff". 
Asked him with a look serene, 
A serious air her mockery screening, — 
None being by to know her meaning, — 
" And did he die, that cavalier ? " 
Quite unembarrass'd — self-possess' d. 
Holding his hand thus — he replied, 
" No, Senora, he has not died, 
Though he is dreadfully hard press'd." 
And so this matter, as I view it. 
Admits the same reply being made : 
'Tis little matter not being dead. 
When I am just the next thing to it. 
And so I am afraid to say. 
What all this time I had been saying. 
But for your treacherous betraying ; 
That, in his hands, I saw to-day 
A portrait, whence you may discover. 
If you can get a peep at it. 
The face and form and every bit 
Of her of whom he is the lover : — 
Tliis and more would I endeavour, 
Lady mine, to tell thee here, 
But so much your tongue I fear. 
That expect not I will ever 
Tell thee this or aught I know ; 
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For when thinking of my master, 
Though my tongue runs fast, yet faster 
"Well I know that yours can go. [^Exit, 

TLEBIDA. 

Ah ! he then doth wear a portrait : 
Now my subtle wit and skill 
Find some proper mode for drawing 
Forth the secret from his breast ; 
But with only this precaution 
That I shun a pubhc place. 

Unter rEEDEEiCK. 

FBEDEBICE, Oside, 

After aU, it is the safest 

Plan, the subject to avoid 

Until she doth speak about it : — 

Since you ordered me to come [Aloud, 

Por that purpose, say, Senora, 

Does your highness wish that I 

Lay before you the despatches ? 

FLEEIDA. 

Yes ; but then the open garden 
Is not an appropriate place. 
More especially when sinking — 
Lo ! in sapphire sets the sun ; 
At his birth an amber cradle, 
At his death a golden tomb : 
Bear them to my presence-chamber, 
And before you enter there, 
Bear in mind that you this evening 
Many things for me must write ;- 
If that lady doth expect you 
Whom so secretly you serve, 
Tou should send to her to tell her 
Not to wait for you to-night ; 
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For although the journey 's shorter 
Than the one you lately made, 
Still the absence is more certain. 

PBEDEBICE, aside. 
What is this, O Heavens ! I hear ? 

Unter lauba. 

liAXJBA, aside, 

Frederick and Plerida here ! 

Since an opportune occasion 

She deprived me of, so I 

Shall of one deprive her also : — 

Has indeed your highness made \^Alotid, 

Compact sweet with April weather, 

Giving to that beauteous time 

Lasting loveliness ? 

FLEEIDA. 

How so ? 

LArSA. 

Since the live-long day you scarcely 
Leave this gladsome garden sweet, — 
Giving to the rose its purple, 
To the jessamine its snow. 

FLEBLDA. 

'Novi at least I wish to leave it ; 
Let us, Laura, go : do you 
Eollow soon with the despatches ; 
And whilst you retire for them, 
You upon the way may proffer 
The advice of which I spoke. 

7BXDEBICK. 

I, indeed, am not so favoured 
As your highness doth presume. 

Draws out his handkerchitf. 
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And this counsel that you give me, 
I, metliinks, can send from this : 
For 

LAUEA, aside, 

I see he makes the signal, 

I must now observe his words. 

FHEDEEICK. 

My bliss — hath almost wholly faded ; 
My soul — is but the seat of pain ; 
My life — is but death's dreary prelude, 
Senora — since love's cruel reign. 

LAUEA, aside. 

" My bliss, my soul, my life, Senora," — 
These are the words that he has said. 

EEEDEEICK. 

This — tyrant Love usurps each feeling, — 
Cruel — thus to pierce my heart, 
Enemy — of all my dreamings. 
Of mine — ^hopes and all my joys. 

LAUEA, aside. 

What he further says is plainly — 
*' This cruel enemy of mine." 

FEEDEEICK. 

To-day — the anguish of my spirit 
Prevents — the tranquil flow of thought, 
My speaking — is with fear embarrass' d 
With thee — lest I had failed in aught. 

LAUEA, aside. 
" To-day prevents my speaking with thee." 
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PEEDEEICK. 

Do not-^-blame me, do not leave me, 
To the — thought that thou'rt displeased ; 
Garden — thou wilt be my graveyard ! 
Go — not, lady, angry forth. 

FLEUIDA. 

Good — suflRcient. 

ULtntA, aside. 

All he uttered 
Must I, if I can, repeat ; — 
" My bliss, my soul, my life, Senora, 
This cruel enemy of mine 
To-day prevents my speaking with thee ; 
Do not to the garden go/* 

FLEEIDA. 

Laura, come with me, do thou [To Frederick. 
Follow also on the moment. 

EEEDEEICK, OSide. 

Is there any love so wretched ? 

FLEEIDA, aside. 
Is there pain so unrequited ? [Exit. 

LAUEA, aside. 
Is there jealousy more open ? [Exit. 

Enter fabio. 

EABiOy aside. 

Is there any way of leaving 
Without meeting with my master ? — 
Ah ! no sooner said than done, 
There he standeth. 
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rSSDEBXCK. 

Fabio ! 

FABio, retiring. 

Beat me 
Not in cold blood now, I pray. 

rEEDEBIGK. 

Why thus fly me ? — What vexation ! 

To dissemble with this knave. [Aside, 

PABIO. 

Why the reason is, I fear me, 
That the civil demon who 
Whispers now and then such stories 
In your ear, may now have said 
Something to my disadvantage, 
Just as true as was the last. 

PBEDEBICE. 

I have come to learn the real 
Truth about it, and I know 
You were faithful. 

FABIO. 

Ay, so faithful, 
That I would to G-od that some 
In Madrid were half as honest. 

fbedebige:. 

I will give thee a peace-offeringj — 
A new dress. 

FABIO. 

A dress? 

FBEDEBICK. 

*Tis so. 
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FABIO. 



May your soul for this be covered 
In a cloak of scarlet hue, 
With fine pantaloons of crystal 
And a vest of ambergris, 
In the life that's everlasting- 

FBEDEBICE. 

But you must inform me this 

FABIO. 

What? 

FBEDEBICE. 

And quickly, for I hasten 
With some papers to her grace 



FABIO, aside, 
God now gift my tongue with cunning ! 

FBEDEBICE. 

Has Elerida questioned you 
Aught about my love ? 

FABIO. 

No surely : — 
But I have made up my mind. 
That you are the prince of dunces 
Not to understand her wish. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Said she something then about me i 

FABIO. 

Ay, enough. 
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FREDERICK. 

Thou liest, knave : 
Wouldst thou make me think her beauty, 
Proud and gentle though it be, — 
Which might soar, even like the heron, 
To the Sovereign Sun itself, — 
Could descend with coward pinions 
At a lowly falcon's call ? 

EABIO. 

Well, my lord, just make the trial 
For a day or two, pretend 
That you love her, and 

fbedebice:. 

Supposing 
That there were the slightest ground 
Eor this false, malicious fancy 
You have formed ; there's not a chink 
In my heart where it might enter : — 
Since, a love, if not more blest — 
Far more equal than the other 
Holds entire possession there. 

EABIO. 

Then you never loved two women 
At one time ? 

FREDERICK. 

No. 

FABIO. 

Then avow 



FBEDEBICK. 

What? 
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FABIO. 

That you were veiy lazy. 

rEEDESIOE. 

That is fjEdsehood, and not love. 

TABIO. 

The more the merrier. 

TEEDEEICK. 

In two places 
How could one make love ? 

FABTO. 

Whj thus : — 
Near the town of Batisbon 
Two conspicuous hamlets lay, 
One of them called Agere — 
The other called Mac4rand6n ; 
These two villages, one priest, 
An humble man of Gk)d, *tis stated, 
Served, and therefore celebrated 
Mass in each on every feast : 
And so one day it came to pass, 
A native of Macarandon 
Who to Agere had gone. 
About the middle of the mass 
Heard the priest in solemn tone 
Say, as he the Preface read, 
^^Gratias agere,*^* but said 
Nothing of Macaranddn. 
Then to the priest, this worthy made 

* The words of the PrefiM^ on which Calderoii has founded 
this lively little story are as follow : "Yere dignnm et jnstom 
est, aequum et salutare, no* tSbi iemper €t vJbiqm grutim agere/' 

p2 
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His angry plaint without delay : 

" You give out thanks for Ager6, 

As if your tithes we had not paid !" 

When tliis sapient reason reached 

The noble Macarandonese, 

They stopp'd their hapless pastor's fees, 

Nor payed for what he prayed or preached. 

Seeing his dues had taken wing, 

He asked his sacristan the cause ; 

He told him wherefore and because : — 

From that day forth when he would sing 

The Preface, ne took care to intone, 

Not in a smother'd or a weak way, 

" 2Xln semper et ubique 

Grratias — MacdrandonP 

If from love — that god so blind — 

Two parishes thou boldest, you 

Are bound to gratify the two ; — 

And after a few days you'll find. 

If you do so, soon upon 

You and me will fall good things. 

When your lordship wisely sings 

Florida et Macaranddn. 

FBXDEBIOS:. 

Think you I have heard your folly ? 

TABIO. 

If you listened, why not so ? 

PSEDEBIOK. 

No, my mind can only know 
Its own tale of melancholy. 

FABIO. 

Since you stick to Agere 
And reject Macaranddn, 
, Every nope I fear is gone 
That love his generous dues will pay. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. — A BOOM IN THE PALACE Or THE 

DUCHESS : — ^EVENHTG. 

Enter flebida cmd laitba; livia and floea 

attending with lights. 

FLEBIDA. 

You can here set down the lights, 
And then leave me for a little; 
No society I want, — 
Even mine own I could dispense with. 

L^TiA to Mora. 
What strange sadness ! 

FLOBA to Lima. 

It is more 
Even than sadness, 'tis delirium. 

lAvia <md Flora go out. Laura is about 
follomng. 

FLEBIDA. 

Laura, do not thou retire, 

LATJBA. 

How, Senora, can I serve thee ? 

FLEBIDA. 

By a little kindly act, 

Since alone your Mthful friendship 

I can trust. 

LATJBA. 

And your commands ? 
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FBEDESICE. 

Are, when Frederick hither cometh, 
That you stay behind this door, 
And by every means that caution 
Can devise, prevent the chance 
Of a listener. 

LAUBA. 

Be certain 
I shall fail not in due care, 
As you'll see ; but has there happened 
Aught that's new ? 

FLSBIDA. 

I have resolved 
To find out by a manoeuvre, 
Who his mistress is. 

LAX7BA. 

Who is 
His mistress ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Yes.' 

LATJBA. 

I cannot fancy [An 
In what manner : — oh ! if I 
Can but make her tell the method, 
When he enters here, I can 
Secretly apprize him of it. 

FLEBIDA. 

Hear, then, Laura 

XAX7BA. 

Yes, I hear thee. 
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FLEBIDA. 

That I know, he carries hid 

But he comes, and now I could not 
Tell without his hearing me ; 
But I give thee leave to listen 
To the plan that I have formed : — 
Now conceal thee. 

LAURA. 

I will do BO : — 
Giving little thanks, I own, [Aside, 

For the licence you have given ; 
Even had you not permitted, 
I had taken leave to hear. 

Conceals herself, 

Writer eeedeeiok with a portfolio cmd papers, 

TBEDEBICE. 

Here, Senora, are the papers. 

FLEBIDA. 

Leave them there, for I no longer 
Can permit that you should hold them ; 
Or that you should act henceforward 
As my confidential agent. 
Faithless servant — base betrayer 
Of my interest and honour. 

^ EBEDBBIOK. 

Lady, how have I been wanting 
In my duty, as to merit 
For my long and faithful service, 
Such an in&mous reproach ? 

FLEBLDA. 

Dost thou dare to ask me wherefore, 
Knowing that I have sufficient 
Evidence to prove thy guilt ? 
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FBEDEBICK. 

Let me know on what foundation 
Bests the notion of my guilt 

LAURA, peeping. 

I am curious to discover 
How by such a charge, Elerida 
Means his lady's name to learn. 

EEEDEBICE. 

And I trust to exculpate me. 

FLEBIDA. 

I will tell you ; information 
Has been given me of collusion 
'Twixt my greatest foe and you ! 

FBEDEBIOE. 

Ah ; Senora, if I harboured 
In my house the Duke of Mantua, 
It was but the night he sought me 
Here at Parma in disguise. 

FLEBiDA, aside. 

How is this ? — the duke ! All-seeing 
Heaven, that knows I only sported 
With a fond, fictitious anger, 
Now has sent a real cause ! 

FBEDEBIOE. * 

He has lived within the palace 
Since your highness spoke unto him. 

TLEBIDA. 

Was the duke the cavalier whom 
I admitted to my palace ? 

FBEDBBICK. 

Yes, Senora. 
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TLEBJDA^ aside. 

Oh ! how often 
Is a truth the child of fidsehood ! 

LAUBA, at the door. 

Scared by terror after terror, 
Still I cannot see her meaning. 

FLEBIDA. 

Why from me was this kept secret ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

As the suitor of your highness, 
I believed that you would pardon 
What was but love's indiscretion. 
Not the dark crime of a traitor. 

FLEBIDA. 

Now, I understand 'twas easy 
To present my letter to him. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Yes, Senora ; at the moment 
I was going on my joumev 
lie arrived : and I was able 
Without going out of Parma, 
Thus to execute my mission. 

FLEBIDA. 

Well, allowing that to be so, 

Tell me, whence came Laura's letter P 

FBEDEBICK. 

That— the duke himself brought with him. 
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LAURA, at the door. 

He has answered most adroitly ; 

But I yet cannot discover 

How she means to gain her object. 

ITLSBIDA. 

Do vou think my information 
Endeth here ? Produce the letters 
Which you have received this morning 
From his grace the Duke of Florence, 
On the subject of the ancient 
Claim he makes upon my kingdom. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Humbly I entreat your highness, 
That at least you will remember 
Who I am : if I have acted 
Wrong in giving my assistance 
To a lover who adores you, 
Do not think that I am guilty 
Of a crime, so much unworthy 
' Of my stainless blood and honour. 

FLEKIDA. 

He who finds one crime when starting, 
May find many on the journey. 
Give the letters I have asked for. 

EBEDEBIOE. 

Letters ! Take, oh ! take, Sefiora, 
All the papers that I carry. 
Take the keys of all the others 
In my house ; and if in searching 
You can find the smallest cypher 
Of disloyalty or treason, 
Then my life shall be the forfeit. 

lie draws out a handkerchiefs a hunch of 
keys, and a small hoxy or mmiature'Case^ 
i . which last he conceals. 
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7LSBIDA. 

What is that you seem so amdous 
To conceal ? 

FBEDEBICE. 

A box. 

FLEBIDA. 

Permit me 
To examine it. 

FBEDEBICK. 

I plainly [Aside, 
Now can understand her meaning. — 
As this box cannot, Senora, 
Be the proof of any treason, 
I implore you to excuse me. 

LAITBA, at the door. 
G-racious Heavens ! it is my portrait. 

PLEBLDA. 

I insist at once on knowing 
What this box contains. 

LATJBA, aside. 

We're ruined ! 

FBEDEBICK. 

'Tis a portrait ; and if only 
This you wish to know, Seilora, 
Now you know it. 

PLEBIDA. 

Till I see it 
I will not believe : produce it. 
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7SXDEBI0K. 



If, Senora- 



LATJBA. 

What a trial ! 

FBEDESICK. 

It were tliis 

LATJBA. 

What dreadful danger ! 

EBSSEBICK. 

That did make me 

LAX7BA. 

How I tremble ! 

FBEDEBICK. 

Traitor to your grace, 

ULTJBA. 

What terror ! 

EBEDSBIOK. 

Rightly 

LAX7BA. 

Oh ! what bitter anguish ! 

EBEDBBICK. 



Would you call me. 



LAUBA. 

Cruel torture ! 



FBEDEBICK. 

But before I 



LAXTBA. 

What confusion ! 
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EBEDEBIOE. 

Would expose it 

LATJBA. 

What misfortune ! 

FBEDEBIOK. 

I a thousand deaths would suffer ! 

Laura slips from her Jiidrng-flace, snatches 
the portrait from his hands, chames it 
instantly for the portrait of FredericJCj 
which she herself had, and gives the latter 
to Flerida, 

LAX7BA. 

Traitor ! wilt thou now refuse it ? 

EBEDEBIOK. 

Laura, how is this ? 

LATJBA. 

'Tis simply, 
That I heard your conversation — 
Heard her grace demand to see it. 
And your ungallant refusal. 
Take it from my hands, Se£U)ra. 

FLEBIDA. 

Never in my whole existence 
Did you do me greater service. 

EBEDEBicic, aside. 
Douhtless, Laura takes this method 
Of proclaiming our affection. 

riiBBIDA. 

Bring the candle hither, Lanra.^— > 

Now at length I'll see this wonder [Aside. 

That awakes my jealous feara* 
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FBXDEBICK. 

Wben she recognises Laura, 

"What will be her wrath ! [Aside. 

TLEBIDA. 

Oh! heavens! 
What is this I see P 

LATJ&A, to FUrida. 

No question— 
'Tis the gentleman's own likeness ! 

TLEBIDA. 

Why so anxious to conceal this ? 

TBEDEBICE. 

Do you wonder, when it gives 
To my eyes the dearest object 
That the world contains ? 

ELERLDA. 

Aye, true, 
Since you love it as yourself; 
Laura, what is this has happened P [Aside to 
What can be its meaning, say P Laura.] 

LAUBA. 

How can I know aught about it 
More than you have seen ? 

FLEBIDA, aside, 

I can 
Scarce restrain my rising anger.— 

She gives the portrait to Lawra and retires. 
Take it, for I must withdraw 
To avoid an open rupture. 
Give the picture back to this 
Self-adoring new Narcissus — 
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And say to him but 'tis better 

To say naught : — My heart is Etna — 
Serpents brood within my bosom — 
Basilisks within my soul ! [Exit. 

TBEDEBICE. 

Tell me, Laura, how it happens, 
That her grace, your portrait seeing, 
Does not seem to be offended. 
Nor with thee, nor yet with me ? 

LAITBA. 

See, I merely changed the pictures, 
Griving thine, and keeping mine ! 

FBEDEBICZ. 

Wit like thine could only draw us 
From a danger so extreme. 

LATJBA. 

Tes, but then she still continues 
Apt and able as before. 

TBEDEBIOE. 

Would that we were once in safety. 

LAITBA. 

I, to-morrow shall advise 

What *tis best we should decide on : — 

Take this picture, and adieu ! — 

Oives Mm one of the portraits, 

fbedebice:. 

Of the two self-seeming portraits 
Which is this that now you give ? 

LATJBA. 

It is thine, lest she should ask it 

Back again. [Exit. 
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TBEDEBIOE. 

Thou'rt right ; O Heavens ! 
Never was there equal danger ! — 
Who could e'er have thought ? 

Enter fabio, with two dresses on his arm. 

FA3I0. 

My lord, 
Which of these two handsome dresses 
Am I to put on P 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Thou wretch ! — 
Base-bom, vile, atrocious villain. 

FABIO. 

It is this that now I get ? — 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Yes, for through thy fault, I see me 
Almost lost without redress. 

FABIO. 

And I too without a dress. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Did you think then, that this portrait 
Was a lady's, and not mine ? 

FABIO. 

No, ray lord, for I was certain 
That you loved yourself right well. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

As G-od lives ! you die this moment 
'Neath my bands ! 

FABIO. 

O Lord I I'm off. 
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FBEDERICK, (Utde, 

But this rage is injudicious, 
Having just escaped so well : 
It is best not drive things farther : — 
Pabio ! 

FABIO. 

Master ! — 

FEEDEEICK. 

Come with me, 
And select what dress doth please you, 
Since I know that in this matter 
Thou art true, and not to blame. 

FABio, aside. 

Such caprice was never equalled ! 

Well, by Heaven, if I had any 

Sense to lose — I'd lose it now. [JErewwY. 



ACT III. — SCENE I. — ebedebick's chambeb. 

JEnter fabio. 

FABIO. 

He who found, perchance, the senses 
Of a miserable valet, 
W ho has lost them for this reason, 
That his master's wits first went, 
(Proof — how valueless — how worthless 
Were they to the natural owner,) 
Let him come and own the feet : — 
Thev ^411 little serve the finder, 
And the loser may reward : — 
Tliere is no one here to tell me, 
HowBoe'er I ask or question : 
But, the senses once departed, 
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Are they ever found again P— 

If you have no great oDJection, 

Let us, Memory, some moments, 

You and I soliloquize : — ^ 

Is there any news ? — I know not : — 

What's the reason, at the time 

When I seem to stand securest 

In the favour of my lord, 

That, with sudden fury striking, 

He, two thousand blows should give me ? 

Why, the reason is — he's mad : — 

Ana when I more guilty far 

riy his presence, with new dresses, 

And caresses loads me then ? 

Memory, say, what means such conduct ? 

Why, it means that he is drunk : — 

Two conclusive answers truly 

To the questions I have put ; 

And a third I cannot wait for, 

For I see Don Henry comes. 

Speaking as they say, svbmisia 

Voce ; and if they desire, 

Coming to this quiet chamber, 

To conceal themselves from me, 

I would wish to save them trouble 

And conceal myself from them, 

Partly that I wish to hear them. 

Partly that, if he at times 

So agreeable or angry — 

Alternating with the wind ; 

When the angry fit approaches. 

It is just as well to let it 

Pass away, or waste its fury 

On the wind from which it sprung. 

All is lost if I can find not 

Something quickly here, behind 

Or beneath which I can hide me : 

If this open buffet here 
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Is not high enough to let me 
Underneath — there is nothing else. 
Why delay ? 'tis not so novel, 
Since it is not the first time 
That I have been buffeted. 

Conceals himself under the buffet. 

Enter fbederigk a/nd henby. 

HEKBT. 

Why look round ? 

FBEDEBICE. 

Lest some one hear us. 

HEKBT. 

Do not fear, for all the servants 
Have gone out of the house. 

EABio, aside, 

NotaU: 
There is one of them remaining. 

EBEDEBIGE. 

To this uttermost apartment, 
Not without a cause I bring thee. 
Where there is no other witness. 

EABio, aside. 
True ! a false one goes for naught. 

HENBT. 

Speak ! 

pbedebice:. 

I first the door shall fasten ! 
And, since now, your highness, we 
Are at last alone — the moment 
Has arrived to speak out clear : — 

q2 
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FABio, asicie, 
J [ighness ? — good ! 

HENET. 

On what compulsion, 
For what reason, are you forced 
Thus to treat me ? 

FBEDEBIOK. 

There are two : 
Both of principal importance, 
One for me, and one for you. 
And yours is, that I have now 
(Well I know, that you will pardon 
Aught that seems in opposition 
To my friendship, and excuse 
What necessity imposes) 
To reveal, and to imorm you 
That your rank and name are known 
To Flerida, and 'tis useless 
To affect a secret longer 
Which is known to all the world, — 
And mine is 

HENBT. 

Before you tell it. 
Let me know what way Plerida 
Came my secret to find out. 

EBEDEBIGK. 

This is what I cannot fathom, 
But I know she knows 

FABio, aside. 

Oh ! hear him ; 
What a pimp my master is ! 
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FBEDEBICE. 

For it was herself that told me ! 

Let us pass then to the reason 
Which is thine, for as to mine, 
I shall venture to continue 
My disguise until she speaks. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Then in what I have to tell thee, 
Pledge to me your princely word, 
Pledge me as thou art, that buried 
Thou wilt keep it in thy breast. 

HEITBT. 

Yes, I do so ; and I promise 
That what thou dost stamp in wax, 
I shall ever hold in marble. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Noble Henry de Gk>nzaga — 
^lantua's proud, illustrious duke — 
You liave been informed already 
I, a beauteous lady love. 
WeU, this prodigy of nature — 
Well, this magic gift of Heaven — 
This most beautiful of wonders — 
This amazement's sweetest cause — 
Has to-day, o'er frights and terrors, 
The impossible effecting. 
Triumphed over fate itself, 
And from out the combat gathered 
Two immortal garlands blent 
Of her faith and my good fortune ; 
And this letter, which a zephyr 
Doubtless gave into my hands, 
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Hince, in order to have reached them 

From her elevated heaven 

To my deep despair's abysses — 

As the warrant of my freedom — 

It must have, descending, flown. 

But I badly so express it, 

Since it rather is the warrant 

Of my slavery : for it 

Doth contain the happy contract 

Which will make me live for ever 

An unchanging love's siure slave ; 

Whose close-link' d and fastened fetters, 

Not the silent file of Time 

Will be able to dissever. 

It says then But it wiU better 

Be its own clear exposition 

Of the truth with which she writes. 

And the faith with which I worship : — 

Beads, 
" My master, my dear lord and love. 
Fortune doth declare against us 
Every moment more and more, — 
Let us intercept her footsteps :— 
Have then ready about midnight 
Two fleet horses near the portal 
Which looks out upon the bridge 
That divides the park and palace ; 
I wiU come forth at your signal, 
And from jealousy escaping, 
Fly, if it can e'er be fled from : — 
So farewell, — and may Q-od guard your 
Precious life a thousand years." [BemtTnes, 
Thus she writes, and so 1 trust me, 
Mighty lord, to thy assistance. 
Since I know my zeal to serve thee 
May claim so much as a debt : 
If, to serve your love, in Parma 
You my humble aid accepted^ 
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And if I, to thee confiding, 

Ask thy service now in turn : 

It is clear that I recover 

All the former debt you owe me, 

And that I repay thee also 

All the debt that I incur : — 

Give me, then, my lord, some letters 

Unto Mantua ; and here 

Use thy powerful intercession 

In defending me, until 

I this lady place in safety. 

HENRY. 

I so thankful am to Heaven, 
That it gives me an occasion 
To repay your friendly service 
With my services : that I 
Shall not only grant the favour 
That you ask, but shall be proud, 
Happy, and delighted also, 
To accompany you myself, — 
Until you have gained the frontier 
Of my territory, where 
You shall meet with every honour. 

FBEDEBICE. 

No, my lord, with your permission, 
I will go alone : much more 
Can you aid me here in Parma, 
If you will protect my fame : — 
Here a safeguard and defender, 
There your word wiU be enough. 

HENBY. 

I in all things will obey you. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Write the letters, while I go 



282 THB 81CBST 19 WOBIMi. 

To the palace to dissemble. 
By my zeal and my attention, 
AVhat I mean to do this night, — 
And to find that devil Fabio, 
Whom I have not seen all day. 

FABIO, aside. 
Then you haven't far to seek him. 

PREDERIGE. 

Though he's not to know the cause, 

rABio, aside. 
Oh ! of course. 

FEEDEEICK. 

That he the horses 
May have ready, as I said. 

HENBT. 

You are right, and I remaining 
Shall endeavour to fulfil 
What my evil fate may order. 

TBEDEBICK. 

Here I shall return to seek you. 

HElSfET. 

Writing, shall I wait thee here ? 

FBEDEBICE. 

Love ! assist me with thy fevour. 

HENET. 

Love ! take pity on my grief. [Hxeunt, 

EABio, coming forth. 

He who listens, seldom heareth 
Any good, the adage says ; — 
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But a proverb sometimes lieth, 
As I've beard wbat's very good : — 
As fix)m listening, I bave gained 
Four important bits of knowledge. 
First — I know tbe stranger's name ; 
Second — the exact condition 
Of my master's love at last ; — 
Tbird — tbe news tbat I am bursting 
'Now to tell unto Elerida ; — 
And tbe fourtb — some new reward. 

JSa;it. 



SCENE II. — A HALL IK THE PALACE OF THE 

DUCHESS. 

Enter lattba and abnesto. 

ABNESTO. 

No, Lisardo's fault, dear Laura, 

Is not of so grave a kind. 

That he may no solace find, 

If he humbly speak his sorrow ; — 

Faults that have the strong defence 

Of love, can give no very great offence — 

And so, I wish you speak to bim more kindly, 

Since the long-expected dispensation 

Any hour may reach its destination. 

LAUBA. 

I wil] obey thee blindly, 

Since it is better (O strong power of fate !) 

To do thy bidding than provoke thy hate — 

And so, submissively I say, 

That I will take the state 

That is to me presented by my fete — 

And bind myself to-day, 

To set all further doubts at rest, 

And wed the spouse that doth deserve me best. 
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ABNESTO. 

I am pleased at thy obedience ; 
Lisarao, you may enter : — 
Laura, stay. 

Enter lisabdo. 

LISAEDO. 

Senora, if I venture, 
It only is to offer my allegiance : 
And at thy feet my life to lay — 
The price of that sweet pardon that I pray. 

LATTEA. 

Lisardo, this permission 
My father's lioeral wish dispensed. 
To-day my acts are influenced 
Not by election, but submission, 
And so, you need not thank me for a hand — 
Another's hand, and given thee through com- 
mand. 

LISABDO. 

It is enough to make my joy divine 

To know, Senora, that I have thy hand ; 

How or why I need not understand. 

If it is only mine ; 

The happiest destmy is this 

That seeks not out, but finds the road to bliss ; 

O slow and sluggish sun, 

Quicken thy course, or shorten thy career, 

And bring the happy moment near 

To which my swift hopes run. 

Enter fleblda. 
Amesto! Laura! 
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ABNXSTO. 

To thy chamber speeding, 
Laura, mj lady, was with us proceeding. 

TLEBIDA. 

Lisardo, I congratulate you truly, 

That you are pardoned 'spite of Laura's shyness. 

LISABDO. 

Such favour makes my dying hope bud newly. 

ABNESTO. 

She acts as doth become my child. 

LAUBA. 

Your highness, 
How do you find yourself in health to-day P 

FLEBIDA. 

You know the grief that on my heart doth pray. 

IiArBA. 

Some aid, some remedy you should procure. 

FLEBIDA. 

Ah ! what are vain attempts at healing. 

That but increase the anguish of my feeling ; 

My sorrow being an ill that doth augment by cure. 

But that it never may be said, 

That solitude or pining struck me dead. 

Do you my friends invite, 

Unto a festival I shall prepare 

To-morrow, all the noble and the fiur 

Of Parma : — thus I may bring forth to light [Ariie, 

The murderous £ur that kilk thia heart of mme. 

ABinno. 

Thine is my every wisL [JEEvtf. 
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LISABDO. 

My life is thine. [^JEadt. 

FLEBIDA. 

Ah ! Laura mine, how blest thou art 
To be the happy wife of one 
Who loves thee so. 

LAUEA. 

Ah ! yes indeed, I own 
The joy, the rapture of my heart, 
(If truth is to be said) 
That he who loves me is with me to wed. 

FLEBIDA. 

Ah ! more unhappv far 

Is she who, with the impossible at strife, 

Subdued, must yield her life ! 

But no, my evil star 

Shall find my resolute will 

Enough to curb her baneful influence still. 

LATTBA. 

That remedy can fail not in effect ; 
But tell me of the mode to be pursued ? 

FLEBIDA. 

In such a dangerous ill as mine, I should 
The gentlest means select. 

LATJBA. 

And what are they ? 

FLEBIDA. 

To own the hopes that thrill me. 

LATTBA. 

Is that to conquer P 
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^LEBXDA. 

Yes. 

LAI7BA, aside. 

It is to kill me ! 

FLEBIDA. 

To yield to fate 

Is but to gain a subtler victory ; 

But Laura, shall I be 

The first, who in the married state 

Wedded unequally ? 

LATJBA, ctside. 

My death is near ! 

FLEBXDA. 

Frederick is a noble cavalier. 

LATTEA. 

To that indeed you have my fuU consent. 

FLEBLDA. 

Since we have touched upon this theme at all> 

Ah ! Laura, let us now recall 

The singular event 

Of his portrait which your quickness von ; 

What explanation have you ? 

LAUBA. 

I have none : 
Because, as I no interest then had 
In the affair, it vanished firom my mind : — 
Jealousy doth drive me mad ! [Aside. 

FLEBIDA. 

What secret motive could there be behind 
His earnest wish to keep his picture hid P 
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I know not : but to give it as you did, 
Back to his hands, before the ease I viewed 
IMinutely — I could scarcely so have done — 
If he had other reasons, doubtless one 
"Was that it held his lady's too. 

FLEBIDA. 

And so I must conclude. 
O jealous love ! that every thought doth scare ! 

LAUBA. 

No doubt it was his lady's face was there. 
Enter feedeeick cmd fabio. 

FEEDEBIGK. 

Must it take an hour to find you P 

FABIO. 

"With that question I reply, — 
Since I have been looking after 
You, the livelong day till now — 

FEEDEBIGK. 

Hush ! the duchess ! — ^be in waiting — 
I shall want you presently. 

FABIO. 

Yes : although I do not want you [Aside, 
Presently nor futurely. 

FEEDEEICK, OStde, 

Trembling, fearful of her anger. 
Do I come before her. 

FABIO. 

Why? 
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VEBDEBICK. 

Owing to a strange adventure. 

PABIO, 

EecoUect the little stoij 
That I told you, and you'll see 
With what ease and expedition 
You will get through all you fear. 

FEEDEBIOK. 

How? 

VABIO. 

By saying; a thanksgiving 
For Macaranddn in turn. 



LAiTBA, to Flerida, 



Pause. 



Now. 



FLEBIDA, to "her. 
My pain I must acknowledge 

LAURA, ande. 
And I to suffer mine. 



FLESIDA. 

Frederick ! 

7IIEDEBI0K. 

Most illustrioiiB lady. 

PLBBIBA. 

How is it, that through the day 
You have not iqypeared, and omy 
Seek the court when night comes on P 



Because when I am near fhee^ lady. 
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Whatever time op hour it be, 
A noontide glory shines firom out thee, 
And the departmg sun appears 
Endiademed with lovelier splendour — 
Encircled with a rosier light ; — 
Because whatever hour we see thee, 
It doth appear resplendent noon. 

FLEBIDA. 

What flattering words ! 

FBEDEBIOE. 

These words, believe me. 
Are not mere flattery. 

FLEBIDA. 

What are they ? 

FABIO. 

Mere Macarandonas, lady. 

FLEBIDA, aside to Lawra, 

Do you not perceive, my Laura, 
That he clearly understands 
My inclination P 

LAVBA. 

He does well. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Another good excuse remaineth. 
Which I can state. 

FLEBIDA. 

And what is that P 

FBEDEBICE. 

As I judged you were oflended 
With me, I deferred awhile 
Thus appearing in your presence. 
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ELEfilDA. 

I offended ? — for what cause ? 

TBEDEBICE. 

It were foolish to recall it, 
If you do not recollect. 

FLEELDA. 

It is not that I do not know it. 



Then how ? 



FBEDEBICK. 



FLEBIDA. 

I do not wish to know. 



TBEDEBICE. 

By 80 much is my good fortune 
Greater, that you thus forget 
From the best of motiyes — pity — 
He, this virtue only knows, 
"Who forgets the wrong he suffers. 

FLEBIDA. 

1 am doubtful what you mean. 

LATTBA. 

If you grant me your permission, 
I, methinks, can make it plain. 

FLEBIDA. 

Do 80, and in such a manner, 
That he understand. 

LAUBA. 

I shalL \Take9 aid her handkerchief. 
I — that any mind is senerous, 
Am — convmced of, when its owner, 

B 
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Dying — hides the fatal anguish 
Of jealousy — disdain and love. 

FBEDSBiCK, ostde, taking out his handkerchitf- 

You have — only proved the major, 
Laura— of your proposition, 
No grounds— for the minor giving :— 
For it — ^Und some argument. 

LAUBi.. 

Yes, I will : — That this were certain ! [Aside, 
" That I had no ^unds for it." — 
Then — if silence is true courage, [Ahud, 

I will come forth — proving all. 

TEEDEBICK. 

If you come forth — thus victorious 
I will meet you — ^with the wreath. 

LATTBA. 

This being granted, now I prove it 
Evenly by opposite : 
Since the querulous complainer 
Cannot be called generous : 
He who stifles his complainings 
In his breast, must then appear 
Generous by the very contrast. 

7BEDEBICE. 

Thine — must be the laurel, Laura ; 
I am — to lay it at thy feet. 

LAUBA. 

Thine — is the praise — 'twas thine idesr— 
I will be — ^found that praise to give. — 
" Thine I am," he said ; — what rapture ! 

Aside, 
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FBEDEBiCK, aside. 
' " Thine I will be," she said — what joy ! 

FABio, aside, 

'Gad ! I believe they're both Freemasons, 
And understand each other well. 

FLEBIDA. 

Then it seems the whole conclusion 
I can draw from what you say 
Is, that he who hoards his feelings 
Is the liberal person. 

THE TWO. 

Yes. 

FLEBIDA. 

Then supposing that I tell thee, 

Frederick, that I do not know 

What I know, and you know also. 

Do not fear to see me then ; 

Come and see me at all moments, 

Being sure that there is naught 

That can waken my resentment 

Or resuscitate your fear. 

Half is said, and half is silent — 

'Tis sufficient ; — Laura, come. IMrit 



Frederick ! 



LAUBA. 
FBEDSBICE. 

Speak, divinest Laura ! 



LATTBA. 

What is said is said. iJExii. 

b2 
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FBEDSBIOE. 

'Tifl weU : 
Eabio, tell me how it happens, 
When I thought to meet ner fix>wns, 
Fair Florida smiled upon me P 

TABIO. 

Think now what it is to find you 
Passionate and peevish, when 
I expected all good humour ; 
'Tis a case in point : but I 
Can an other reason offer. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Do so. 

7ABI0. 

That Mac^iranddna 
Of the sun and rosy light 
Which you told her of. 

EBEDEBICK. 

A truce 
Now to idle jests ; get ready 
Horses for two persons, quick ! 

FABIO. 

This appears to me but right : — 
Now that you have celebrated 
At Macarandon, to go 
And say mass at Ager6. 

TBEDEBICK. 

Cease ! and have the horses waiting 
Near the path : — Florida, fair — [^Aside. 

May your haughty soul forgive me — 
Noble lady, pardon, pray ; — 
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Since to this, a woman ever 

Is exposed, who doth avow 

Love for any man she knoweth 

Doth another lady love. [Sxit. 

FABIO. 

To-day, that I have so much news, 

Must I be compelled to practise 

More than usual silence r no : 

For it were a cruel pity 

Thus to let a secret rot 

In the bosom, being therefore 

Of no use to man or beast. 

For a secret done in secret, 

As doth sing the Cordovan, 

Must have vent, and by confinement 

Smelleth bad and does no good ; 

Therefore will I seek Flerida. 

But there is no need of that, — 

She returns :— 

JEnter flebida. 

ELEBiDA, aside. 

Although I wholly 
Trust to Laura, I have left her 
That I may achieve the conquest 
Of this cruel love alone : 
But I see that Frederick is not 
Here. 

FABIO. 

And do you wish to know 
Why he is not here, Senora ? 

PLEBIDA. 

Yes ; why so ? 

FABIO. 

Be^nse he's gone. 



246 THl 8B0RIT IS WORDS. 

FLEBIDA. 

Where ? 

FABIO. 

To Ager6, 1 fancy. 

FLEBIDA. 

I don't understand you : 

FABIO. 

I 

Shall not speak Maclu^and<5na 
Clearly, if you give me naught. 

FLEBIDA. 

I desire no information, 

Since this knowledge only serves 

But to make us fe^ more keenly. 

FABIO. 

How ! not know it ? say for what 
Have I been this blessed morning 
More than two good hours or three, 
Like a cat in ambush P 

FLEBIDA. 

I 

Only say, that you must leave me. 

FABIO. 

Give me nothing : listen gratis — 
Only hear. 

FLEBIDA. 

I have no heed. 

FABIO. 

Well I will not burst, a Dios ; — 

Some one I must seek, to whom 

I can say that my good master 

Means to give the slip to-night. [ Gomg, 
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riiEBIDA. 

stay ! what's this you say ? 

PABIO. 

'Tis nothing; 

FLEBIDA. 

Stay, and tell me what it means : — 

TABIO. 

I don't wish it. 

TLBBIDA. 

See this diamond: 
Take and tell. 

PABIO. 

Well, why should we 
Be so very coy about it ? 
If I am a valet, and 
You a woman, one is dying 
To be told, and one to tell : 
My master and his unknown lady 
Have agreed, to-night 

rLESIDA. 

Oh! what? 

TABIO. 

To play the truant or the deviL 

rLBSEDA. 

How? 

TABIC. 

By goinff ; but of course 
Not on foot :^or he has ordered 
That I have two hones ready 
Near the bridge froia out tbe piric 
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PLEBIDA. 

At the bridge, you say ? 

PABIO. 



The same. 



TLEBIDA. 



This revives the old suspicion, 
That his mistress must be one 
Of my ladies ; has he said so P 

PABIO. 

No, Seiiora, but his guest. 

Who is duke of Mantua — 

Gives them shelter in his kingdom.— 

Griory be to God ! I now 

Can repose from all my labours : 

Let who pleases now come hither, 

I have been before him here. {^Sxit 

FLEBIDA. 

Help me. Heaven ! What's this I've heard ? 
Who has seen a fate more cruel ? 

JEnter aenesto. 

ABNBSTO. 

In thy name have I invited 
All the noble and the fair 
'Mong our cavaliers and ladies 
For to-morrow. 

PLEBISA. 

It is well : 
And your are, yourself, Amesto, 
Truly welcome, for I need 
All this night your faithfixl service. 
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ABKESTO. 

I am ever at your feet ; 
"What do you command ? 

PLEBIDA. 

It seemeth 
Frederick is now involved 
In a very serious trouble. 

ABKESTO. 

And with whom ? 

PLEBIDA. 

I have not heard ; 
Since my only information 
Is, that love has been the cause ; 
And that the offended party 
Has to him a paper sent, 
Saying, that he would await him, 
Where I know not : you know well 
How I value him. 

ABIITESTO. 

And also 
How he merits being so. 

FLEBLDA. 

Should I show that I had knowledge 
Of the meeting, it would only 
Make the matter public. 

ABKESTO. 

Yes: 

What, then, do you order ? 

ELEBIDA. 

Simply, 
That you seek him, and without 
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Saying that I sent you to him, 

Leave him not the whole night through ; 

And when he is bent on going 

Torth, go forth along with him ;— 

If his proud impatient spirit 

Should object, arrest him then, 

Taking with you for that purpose 

Force enough if there be need, — 

So that he, imtil the morning, 

Be kept safe the whole night through. 

ABNESTO. 

I shall go this very moment, 

And, Senora, seek him out ; — 

Not an instant shall I leave him. lEadt 

FLEBIDA. 

You shall learn to-day, xingrateful ! 

What a wild extreme of daring 

Can a jealous woman reach. [Exit. 



SCENE m. — ^pbedbbick's chambeb — evening. 



Enter henby a/nd fbedebigk : a servant places 
lights upon the table and retires, 

TBEDEBICK. 

Have you yet written ? 

HENBY. 

Yes; these few 
Letters, I trust, will make you find 
A friendly welcome — warm and kind, 
Like that I have received from you : 
Just payment for a debt so just. 
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TBEDEBIOE. 

Thou art a sovereign prince, my lord, 
And firmly to thy royal word, 
My life, my honour, I entrust : 
Eemain with Grod : while I prefer. 
Now that the night descends, to wait 
Her coming : — to anticipate 
Eather than, through delaying, err. 

HENET. 

Well have you said ; but will you not. 
At least, allow me for a while 
To attend you, if 'twere but a mile 
Or so, until you leave this spot ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

Excuse me, if I cannot be 
So proudly companied : I swear 
My very shadow now I fear ; 
And if I hide my love from thee, 
Believe the truth with which I say, 
I so respect the darling prize. 
That I would hide her fi?om all eyes, 
Even mine own, this happy day. 

HENBY. 

You wish to go alone : confess. 

PBEDEEICE. 

'Tis so ; adieu. 

HENBT. 

Adieu, since I 
Vainly to change thy purpose, try. 

A knocking is heard at the door. 

PBIDBBIOK. 

Do you not hear a knocking P 
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HBNBT. 

Yea. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Pray, who is there ? 

ABNESTO, entering, 
'Tisl. 

EBEDEBICE. 

No doubt, 
Some business drives you out so late ? 

ABNESTO. 

Why, no ; the distance was not great, 
And I but came to seek you out. 

FBEDEBICK, OSide, 

To seek me ? — (How I quake with fear.) 
My lord, I wait your lordship's will. 

ABKESTO. 

They told me that you came home ill, 
Depressed and low ; and being near, 
I thought it would be most unkind 
If I unto my bed retired, 
Before I had, my lord, inquired 
How you your health this evening find. 

FBEDEBICK. 

May Heaven with all its choicest wealth 
Tour lordship's friendly care reward ! 
But I can tell you now, my lord, 
I never felt in stronger health : 
They spread a false report, in sooth, 
Who told you this. 
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AENESTO. 

I much rejoice 
To find that rumour's lying voice 
Is wholly unsustained by truth. 
But how did you contrive to spend 
The time ere I came in ? 

EEEDEEICK. 

In chat, 
"With Henry here, of this and that. 

AENESTO. 

The conversation of a friend, 
Who is with wit and sense imbued. 
Who teaches with his voice and looks, 
Is worth a thousand printed books. 

FEEDEEICK. 

This solemn preface bodes no good. [Ainde. 

HENBT, aside. 

For Frederick's sake, I much desire 
To stop the old man's long discourse ; 
To leave them is the proper course : 
Will you allow me to retire ? 

AENESTO. 

Is it because I came you go ? 

FEEDEEICK. 

Why, partly yes, and partly no. 

Yes, for I wished to go, I own, 

Before your steps did hither wend — 

And no, for parting with my friend 

I do not leave him now alone. [Exit. 
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ABITESTO. 

Adieu. 

fbedebice:. 

I beg you will declare 
Whate'er you're anxious to confide ; — 
Why do you look on every side ? 

ABNESTO. 

I'm only looking for a chair. 

For, being quite unused to walking, 

I feel fatigued and somewhat heated ; 

I think we may as well be seated 

As standing, all the time we're talking. 

ITtey 9it down. 

FBEDEBIOE, Oside. 

Oh, heavens ! was ever such assurance ! 
To come at such an hour as this, 
When I was on the wings of bliss ! 
His coolness is beyond endurance ! 

ABNESTO. 

How do you make the night pass o'er ? 

FBEDEBIOK. 

I sometimes at the court attend ; 
Whither I shall be proud to lend 
My arm, and see you to your door. 

ABNESTO. 

'Tis rather early. 

FBEDEBIOK, OSide. 

Powers that rule ! 
Must I then lose my life and love ? 

ABKESTO. 

Do you play piquet ? 
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FBEDEBIOK, aside. 

Heavens above ! 
Was ever anything so cool ? 
No, my good lord. [Aloud, 

ABKESTO. 

Being ont of tone, 
Depressed, I left my home to-day, 
And feeling better, wish to stay, 
Nor care for going home so soon. 

FSEDESIOK. 

My lord, I feel distiurbed, enraged, 
At being compelled to go : to-night 
I have, in truth, so much to write, 
That aU my time shall be engaged. 

Se wishes to rise^ hut Amesto prevents him. 

ABITESTO. 

Let me assist you with your task : 
A good, fair, flowing hand I bring. 

FBEDEBICK. 

I could not think of such a thing ! 

ABKEBTO. 

Nay, 'tis a favour that I ask ! 

ebedebice:. 

A very bad return 'twould be 

Por your great kindness and attention : 

Besides, my lord, I have to mention 

One reason why I wished to see 

Your lordship home, — ^it is that one 

Of my best friends I'm bound to meet 

To-night, quite near your lordidiip's street. 



256 THI UCBIT IN W0BD8. 

ABITESTO. 

I will attend you — let's be gone. 
My power to serve vou is not great, 
But what I can I'U do ; I'll wait 
Outside the door till break of dawn ; 
Or, trust me, Frederick, tell me, is it 
An assignation you have made P 
If so, come on ; be not afraid 
That aught shall interrupt your visit. 

FBEDEBICE. 

My lord, your courage well I know, 
But I must go alone ; adieu. 

He rises from his chair. 

ABNESTO. 

"With you 
I go to-night where'er you go. 

FBEDEBICK. 

My lord, what thus compelleth thee ? 

AB]5fEST0. 

To find the cause, perhaps 'twere best 
To ask the trouble of your breast. 

TBEDEBICK, oside. 

What shall I say ? ah ! woe is me ! — 

No trouble doth my bosom hide. [Aloud. 

ABNESTO. 

What it concealeth — ^well I know : — 
And so from this thou shalt not go, 
Unless by me accompanied. 

ebedebioe:, aside. ^ 

Was e'er bewilderment more rare ? 
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ABNESTO. 

You seemed surprised. 

FBEDEBICE. 

I am, indeed. 

ABinESTO. 

"Well, let us, Erederick, speak out fair : 
I know a person waits you now, 
By whom a message has been sent. 

TBEDEBICK, Oside, 

"Will cruel fortrme ne'er relent ? 
Can fate a sterner aspect show ? 

ABNESTO. 

To my honour and my fame. 
Having heard of it, 'twas due 
To prevent this interview : — 
"When you recollect my name- 
Governor of Parma — ^you 
Must, upon the moment, see 
That a certain dutv claim 
My unspotted rank and £une : 
If I now could part from thee, 
I would wholly fail, I fear. 
In the motives that should move 
An appointed judge, and prove 
But a worthless cavalier : 
So, by Heaven ! 'tis only due 
Unto both, for both agree. 
That you here remain with me. 
Or that I go hence with you : — 
Bjiowing now what 'tis you seek — 
"What you rashly would commit, 
Think you that I could permit ? 

8 
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FBSBXBICK, aside. 

Ah ! can words more plainly speak P 

My lord, your arguments must claim [^Aloud. 

Great weight, no doubt, but do not chafe 

If I insist that still are safe 

Your spotless character and name ; 

By me they cannot be made less. 

ABKSSTO. 

How, if you act as you intend P 

VBSDEBICK. 

First, will you graciously extend 
Your kind indidgence to me P 

ASirBSTO. 

Yes. • 

FBEDEBIOK. 

My birth, my blood, you recollect ? 

ABNSSTO. 

I know thy noble blood has run 
Pure as the light that leaves the sun. 

I'BEDEBICE. 

Trusting to this, I now expect 
That you will cause the person, who 
Has written, as you understand, 
Also to offer me the hand. 

ABNESTO. 

That, Frederick, I shall gladly do, 
Nor from the friendly task desist, 
Until your hands together meet. 



A tJigpiwTi^ rfrrrpy I kSss t^tct ieet 



So teilEje yrpET 

A "Hid I sLflZ. m i&e ^>gfr«:^-f -ir. 






To tfee a g^iieied 



Aiid cac it pofiffblr be troe, 
YoTi kiiow lic^ jet tbe person ? 



Th&t Tou hare qnanelkid I bat knov. 
And tbst TOUT liral chaDenged toil 



Kiioir Ton no moire ihan tiiis ? 

▲SjrZBTO. 

Xo more. 



Then I ehall 



What? 



No more inquiie ; 

Since to allow it to Ixaaipire 

■ 2 
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Who my opponent is, before 

You learned it otherwise, would be 

To act unlike a cavalier ; 

And so my duty is quite dear 

To keep the engagement without thee. 

ABNESTO. 

Think you, my honour knows not how 
Its duties also to fulfil P 

TBEDESICK. 

Indeed, I know it well, but still 
Mine is more pressing : longer now 
Thus to absent myself, will lay 
My peace, my honour in the dust. 

ABKSSTO. 

Well, notwithstanding all, I must 
Prevent this meeting. 

TBEDEBICK. 

How? 

ABKESTO. 

This way : 
Ho! there, 

Enter some Soldiers, 

SOLDIEB. 

My lord ? 

ABNESTO. 

These doors secure. 
I give them to thy charge this night : 
Yield yourself prisoner ; nor fight [To Fred. 
Against your fate. 
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FBEDEBICK, OSide, 

Alas ! how sure 
Have my misfortunes ever been ! — 
"With a less numerous guard, you may 
Be quite secure ! — O Heavens ! to-day 
Naught but dead hopes and joys are seen ! 

ABTTESTO. 

As matters are, I well may be 
Perfectly safe ; but still would I 
Caution you not to attempt to fly, 
As death will be the penalty. 

[JExit vnth Soldiers; Frederick remains 
alone, 

tbedebice:. 

Ah ! how little would appear 

The threatened vengeance of this man. 

If no other risk I ran— 

If I had not more real fear : — 

For, O Heavens ! — ^to force my way 

Out of this prison now, would prove 

A public scandal to my love ; — 

But any longer here to stay 

Ignorant how have matters gone 

With Laura, even that pain exceeds ;— 

I know a secret way that leads 

From this house to the neighbouring one. 

Laura, wait — ^with panting breath, 

Love, thy longed-for presence gains, 

Though thy father threatens chaina^- 

Though Flerida threatens death ! [Exit. 
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SCENE IV. — THE GAEDEK NEAB THE BBIBGE — 

NIGHT. 

LAURA. 

Oh ! thou cold, fatal shadow of the night, 

The cradle and the sepulchre of light ; 

If all the crimes of love, fix)m age to age, 

Were written on thy dark and mourning page, 

Then would as many tales be read on high, 

As there are sapphire planets in the sky. 

There, too, perchance, my destiny is drawn. 

To fade and vanish in the coming dawn. 

There in thy shining annals may be read 

The fate of one like me, who thus doth tread 

Blindly the jealous shadows of despair. 

But thy impartial pages would declare 

The cause, and thus to every eye discover 

A tyrant father, and a hated lover ; 

A jealous mistress too. But oh, dread fear ! 

My love, my life, my lord, my Frederick dear, 

TVliy dost thou now delay ? why make this wild 

unrest? 
Alas ! how fear afflicts the expectant breast ! — 
What can have happened to him ? Ah ! my woes. 
How soon a fatal reason you suppose — 
That he has changed (O pitying Heavens above !) 
Because Plerida has declared her love : — 
Were it not better that you should suggest 
No fault like this could stain so pure a breast—* 
And that some accident must interfere 
To hold him back, and keep me waiting here ? — 
But not with ease, the mind its fear resigns. 
To trust the good and doubt the evil signs : — 
How does it happen, let me ask, that joy 
Lives in our hearts less honoured than annoy ? 
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It cannot be, when amions questions riae, 
That joy alone can answer lore with lies ; 
While griefs foreboding ever seemeth tnie. 
We know not why they do so, but they do. 

Enter flebida, without perceiving Laura, * 

FLSBTDA. 

Pabio told me that his master 

Bade him in the park await him ; 

Which doth clearly prove his mistress 

Dwelleth somewhere in the palace. 

Laura went to rest so early, 

That I had not time to order 

Her attendance in the garden ; 

And as I could trust none other, 

I hare been compelled to venture 

Here alone, for rear Amesto 

Mav have Mled in what I ordered. 

Ah ! if I may trust the lustre. 

Shining through the trembling branches, 

From the azure planets yonder, 

I can recognise some person. 

Who is there ? 

• hAVKLy aside. 

It is Tlerida ! 

Now mv subtle wit assist me : — 

Tell me who is that that's waiting ? J[Ahud, 

For her highness has commanded 

I should learn who is the person 

That, protected by the darkness. 

In the precincts of her palace, 

Treats ner with so much dishonour. 

FLBBTDA. 

Laura, do not speak so loudly. 
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LATJIUL. 



Who are you ? 



FLXBIDA. 

I am Florida. 



LAUBA. 

Tou, Sefiopa ? how does*t happen 
That at such an hour I see 70U P 

FLXBIDA. 

Having all the day forgotten 
To request you 

LAUBA, aside. 

How I tremble ! 

TLEBIDA. 

To come hither, I considered 
It were best to come myself here. 

LAUBA. 

Oh ! you wrong me, dear Senora : 
Is it not enou^ to tell me 
Once the object of your wishes, 
Without givmg me Cjach moment 
Special orders for my ^dadbe ? 
lurthermore, I had tms evening 
Other reasons for my coming. 

FLEBIDA. 

What were these ? 

LAUBA. 

Beneath my window, 
Which upon the park doth open, 
I could hear the tramp of horses ; 
And the novelty induced me 
To descend and search the garden. 
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7LEBIDA. 

What you tell me is in keeping 
With my private information ; 
Por your zeal I'm very gratefiil. 
Did you in the park discover 
Anything that seemed peculiar ? 

LAUBA. 

I saw nothing whatsoever 
Of the person that I looked for. 
But you can retire, Senora, 
Now that I am here ; believe me 
Nothing shall escape my searching. 

riiEBIDA. 

Be it so, but you remain here. 

LAUBA. 

Certainly. [^Sorne one knocks. 

ELEBIDA. 

What means this knocking P 

LAUBA. 

INIany times (he wind deceives one. 

l^Qckinff repeated, 

ELEBIDA. 

This is surely no deception : 
Open and reply. 

LAUBA. 

Senora P 

ELEBIDA. 

Open ; and to give you courage, 
I myself shall stana beside you. 
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We shall learn who seeks admission. 
And the name of her he seeketh, 
If he should but chance to name her. 

LAUSA. 

But my voice is too familiar. 

FLBBIDA. 

You can slightly change your accent — 
Come, I say. 

LAITBAy (iside. 

Oh ! never, never, 
"Was there such a cruel precept ! 
How shall I support the double 
Part assigned me in this drama, 
When the night forbids my using 
Our ingenious secret cipher ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Why thus tremble ? 

LAUEA. 

Lest they know me 
When I speak. 

FLEBIDA. * 

What groundless terror ! 
Come, I say — 

LAVBA. 

Who's there ? 
{^Opens the window of the trellis, 

FBXDEBICE, within. 

FBEDEBICK. 

A wretched, 
Dying man, divinest Laura ! 
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LAUBiL. 

Did I not declare, Senora, 
That I would be known the moment 
That I spoke — ^you see't has happened 
.At the first word that I uttered. 

FLEBIDA. 

Yes, and that is little wonder ; 

I too would have known you, Laura. 

LAUBA. 

Cavalier, since you do know me, 
You do also know for certain 
That I'm not the wished-for lady, 
Whom your hopes are here expecting — 
Go away, and thank your fortune 
That my much-offended honour 
Takes no deeper mode of vengeance 
Than to close the window on you. 

[^Closes the window. 

FBEDEBICE. 

My life, my soul, my dearest Laura, 
My love, indeed, I am not guilty— 
My tardiness was forced upon me— 
Listen, lady, though you kill me, 
Or I will myself destroy me ! 

LAUBA, to Flerida. 

Whj do you compel my speaking ? 
When just now I told you — 

FLEBIDA. 

Silence ! 

LAUBA. 

If my father, or Lisardo 
Could have known. 
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TLEBIDA. 

Speak not so loudly. 

LA.IJBA, aside. 
Who e'er felt so strange a torture t 

FBEDEBIOE. 

Hear me, though you kill me after — 
Once again, my beauteous Laura. 

[Flerida opens the toindow. 

FLEBIDA. 

What then would you wish to tell me ? 

I'BEDEBICK. 

That Florida's jealous anger 

Sent to me your sire, AmestO| 

Who, by force of arms, detained me 

All the evening in my chamber. 

So that till this moment, dearest, 

I could not come here. — ^Why linger ? 

In the park our horses tarry. 

From the duke I carry letters, 

Which will gain us full protection 

In his royal court of Mantua. 

Come with me — what, though the morning 

Glimmers o'er the eastern moimtains — 

Once with thee upon the journey, 

I shaU fear no interruption. 

LAIJBA, aside. 

If a word he covld have added, 

He would not have stopped ! I perish ! 

ELEBIDA. 

Frederick, it is too near morning 
Now to think of going with you ; 
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It is better you should enter 
Once again your prison chamber, 
And, perhaps a kmder fortune 
May befriend us on to-morrow. 

rBEDEBICE. 

Thou, my life, my soul, for ever 

Shall I study to obey thee ; 

But thou art not angry with me ? 

riiEBIDA. 

Not with thee, but with my planet ! 

Now adieu ! ^Closes the grati/ng, 

FBEDEBICK. 

Adieu ! [Exit, 



Lady! 



7LEBIDA. 

So, Laura.. 

LAUBA. 



ELEBIDA. 

Tell me naught. 
For of nothing do I ask you :— 
Jealousy will strike me dead ! [Aside. 

LAUBA. 

But consider 

ELEBIDA. 

Lead the way ; 
Here we can remain no longer. 

LAUBA, €mde. 
How I tremble at her yengeance ! 

FLBBIBA. 

I shall show the world, I am 
Who I am : — now let ua enter. 
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LAUBA, (uide» 

Ah ! unhappy : — since to-day 
Every hope of mine hath perished ! 

The garderirgate is opened, and abnesto, fabio, and 
the fftcard enter. Day begins to dawn, 

riiEBIDA. 

But who opes the garden-gate 
At this early hour of morning ? 

LATJBA. 

If the light, which yet doth tremble 
Doubtfully, doth not deceive. 
One among them is my father. 

7LEBIDA. 

Yes, 'tis he ; let us remain, — 
To find out with what intention 
Thus he comes so early. 

LATJBA, aside. 

Heaven ! 
G-uard my life, my fame, my honour. 

[They retire. 

ABKESTO. 

Fabio, you have now to tell me 
With what purpose you were waiting 
"With two horses in the park. 

FABIO. 

First your lordship will take notice 
. That I never in my lifetime 
Ever did a thing on purpose- 
Being a very different person 
From a man of purpose. 
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Wliat 
Kept 70U waiting there, I ask you ? 



FABIO. 



AVTiy, as I would, some time longer, 
Sit at table with mj master, 
I must do as he commands. 

ABKESTO. 

Say, with whom did Erederick quarrel 
Yesterday ? 

FABIO. 

It must have been 
With his lady, since the period 
Of her meeting him is past. 

ABNSSTO. 

I will make you tell me truly 
All you know. Do not imagine 
That you can escape me. 

FABIO. 

So 
Said a doctor once, when hunting. 
To a man who came to say. 
Look ! Sir, there a hare is Iving 
In its bed. — ^Your worship lend 
Me your arquebuse to shoot her. 
E'er she rises firom her form : — 
In a loud voice thus he answer'd, — 
Have no fear that she will rise. 
Since she's lying in her bed,» 
And the doctor called to see her— 
Think you she will e'er get up P * 
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ABKSSTO. 

Fabio, I am glad to find you 
In BO light and gay a mood. 

TABIC. 

'Tia my nature. 

ABKISTO, perceiving the Duchess. 

Ah! Sefiora, 
Art thou here ? 

FLEBIDA. 

My griefs have drawn me 
To the garden : what is this ? 

ABNESTO. 

Anxious to obey your orders, 
Frederick, I, tms night confined. 
Since I could by no manoeuvre 
Keep him quietly at home. 
Havmg left him safely guarded 
In his house, without the danger 
Of hifl making hia escape 



ELEBIDA. 
t 

'e was guarded. 



Ay ! 'tis evident how strictly 
He 



ABNESTO. 

I went seeking 
Through the park, to meet the man 
Who was waiting for his coming, 
And the only one I found, 
Was his servant, Fabio, standing 
With two horses ; wishing then 
That the news of his con&iement 
Would not be divulged by him. 
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I desired to bring the fellow 
To my quarters, through this gate 
(Since a master-key I carry), 
And secure him there. 

PABtO. 

What crime 
Is it to be found, your worship. 
Holding horses ? 

ABNESTO. 

What must I 
Do with him and with his servant P 

FLEBLDA. 

You must here bring Frederick, 

Since my only motive was 

To prevent a great misfortune ; 

And as I, or more, or less 

Know enough of its occasion, 

I can bear to see him now : 

And you may set free the servant. 

7ABT0. 

I a thousand kisses tender 
To your feet. 

ABKESTO. 

I bring him here. 

[ JSei^y with guard, 

LATTBA. 

Lady ! what is thy intention P 
Oh ! be kind to my good name !-— 

FLXBIDA. 

Let me, Laura 
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JEJnter KEiSTELY. 

HfiKBY. 

If a stranger 
May presume to ask a boon 
Of your kind consideration, — 
Frederick's pardon let it be, 
And his freedom too. 

PLXBIDA. 

'Tis nothing 
That you ask me, since in all things 
He is free as thought could wish : — 
But, of this inform me, Henry, 
Have you had to-day a letter 
From the duke ? 

HENBY. 

Sefiora, no. 

FIiEBIDA. 

Then, I have. 

HENBY, aside, 

A strange invention ! 

TLEBIDA. 

And in it the duke has written. 
That your quarrel is arranged. 
And all difficulties settled ; — 
So that you, to-morrow morning, 
May from Parma go, since naught 
Needs your longer stay in Parma. 

HENBY. 

Though, Senora, from the duke, 
I, indeed, received no letter, 
I have had one from a friend, 
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Which doth tell me, not too quickly 
To go hence, for stiU my deai^ 
Hopes are all unrealized. 

PLEBIDA. 

That is what your fidend has written, 
This again is what I say — 
That you go to-morrow morning 
Forth from Farina ; nothing needs 
Here your stay, and there you're needed. 

HEKBY, aside* 

What a courteous style, O Heavens ! 
Doth Merida use in driving 
Me from all my hope and her ! 

JSInter LiQAJBJK). 

USABDO. 

Let me kiss your hand, O sovereign 
Goddess of this verdant sphere ! — 
Let me kiss the hand of Laura, 
As the earnest of my joy — 
Since the hoped-for dispensation, 
Which for ages hath my love 
Long awaited, in these letters 
Has arrived ! 

7LEBIDA, aside. 

Most opportunely 
Has it come 

O final sorrow! 

PLIBIBA. 

Since to-day I have 

t2 
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Unier abitibto and 7bedibick. 

ABITESTO. 

SeHora, 
Here is Frederick. 

7BBDEBICK. 

I wait 
Your commands, your highness. 

PLEBIPA. 

Give 
Here a husband's hand to Laura, 
For I conquer now myself; 
And the world may know the reason. 

ABl^ESTO Ofid LISABDO. 

What sa^ you ? 

PLBBIDA. 

I am who I am. 

ABNESTO. 

But Sefiora, thou forgettest 

That my honour thou dost wrong ? 

LISABDO. 

Bo you not reflect, Senora, 

That you wrong my fondest love ? 

FLEBIDA. 

This, Lisardo, this, Amesto, 
Both of them require. 

ABNESTO. 

And this — 
Did my honour need new reasons — 
"Why 1 never could consent — 
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Were itself even, o'er Bufficieiit : 
Never shall the voice of rumour 
Dare to whisper, dare to utter. 
That for any secret reason 
Did my Laura^ Frederick wed. 

FBSDEBIOS. 

Be it public, be it secret, 
Have you aught against me P 

ABinSSTO. 

' No:— 

'Tis enough that I dislike it. 

FBEDEBICE. 

It may be enough for griei^ 
Not enough though to o&ki, you ^— 
You besides have made a promise 
Laura's hand to give me now. 

ABITBSTO. 

I? 

FBXDEBIOK. - 

'Tb true. 

FLXBIPJL 

AndwhmP 

TBinXBXOX. 

Iiast evening 
In my chamber, when you said. 
That you would induce the person 
Who bad written unto me, . 
And who then was waiting fixr me. 
To present me with ber hood 
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It was Laura that was waiting : — 
That for thee is quite enough. 

LISABDO. 

Yes, for him, hut not for me ! — 
Eor my life shall not be backward 
To defend its dearest rights. 

l^PtUs his hand to his sword. 

FLEBIOA. 

How's this ? 

FSEDBBICK. 

And mine too, to sustain them. 

ABKESTO. 

I am at thy side, Lisardo. 

HEKEY, to Frederick. 
And I at thine. 

FLSBIDA, aside. 

O bitter pain ! 
But if love has learned to cause it, 
Honour be the remedy : — 
If — ^because it is my pleasure — [Aloud. 

My command is not enough. 
Let it be enough to tell thee, 
That at Frederick's side doth stand 
The duke of Mantua. 

ABNESTO. 

Who, Senora ? 

HBNBY. 

I, who serving fair Flerida, 
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Was an inmate of his house : — 
I, who Frederick and Laura 
Thus am happy to de^d. 

FLBBIDA. 

And J also, that the world 
May behold my moderation^ 
Even my passion doth exceed. 

▲BIGESTO. 

Since, Lisardo, duke and duchess 
Thus protect them, thus defend them, 
Nothing more my honour needetliy^ — 
I must favour them likewisCr 

LISABBO. 

Thoufifh the loss to me is mighty, 
Equal is the consobtion, 
That I see her heart's affections 
Ever were to Frederick given. i 

HEKBY to Flerida. 

And I, too, thus humbfy kneeling 
At thy feet, implore thee, lady. 
To reward my love, my peuns. 

TLIBIDA* 

Take my hand : for I am anzioiUy 
Once, of who I was, forgetftdf 
Now to think of who I am. 

LAinu. 
Heaven my dearest hope ftdflUetiil 



Now my blissi oomplefceth heaivm I 
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7ABI0. 

Oh ! how many tin^s ! how often 
Was I on the pomf of saying 
That the mistress of my master 
"Was the lovely lady, Laura : 
But the Secret now is uttered 
Out in words — as is the title 
Of our play, whose faults to pardon 
Humbly at thy feet we pray. 
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PHYSICIAN OP HIS OWH HONOUR. 



U Cc8]||rt(p« 



PERSONS EEPEESENTED. 



The King, DON PEDRO. 

TKt InfanU, DON ENRIQUE, kit Brother. 

DON GUTIERRB ALFONSO DE SOlIs. 

DON ARIAS. 

DON DIEGO. 

LUDO VIGO, a Surgeon, 

GOQUIN, servant to Don Gwtierre, 

Dona, MENCIA DE ACUNA, wife of Don Gutierre. 

Doiia LEONORE. 

INES, servaTU to Doiia Zteonore. 

JAGINTA, slave to Doiia Mencia. 
THEODORA, 



} 



servants to Dona Mencia. 
SILVIA, 

Soldiers, Musicians, AUendards, due. 



SCENE-SEVILLE AND ITS ENVIRONS. 



THE 

PHYSICIAN OP HIS OWN HONOUR. 



ACT L— SCENE I. 



The open couiUry. ApuUic road ai one side, and 
near it a eh&eau. The sound qfa hunt ii heard 
from within. The Infamte j>ok iHBiQinB enters 
tottering, and f Ms ttpon the stage. A UUle tfier^ 
DON ABIA8 and DOK Biseo enter; and Uuk qf 
all, the King dok pxdbo, wiih hss aUendanU, 

BKBIQtTX« 

Good Heavens I my brain whixb round and 
round I [XMs. 

▲bLui. 
May Heaven protect yonr grace I 



HownowP 

aSXAJB* 

His steed has fidlen, I know not how. 
And thrown the prince upon the ground. 

K in this manner he doth knee!, 
Salutmg Seville'a andeiil towera, 
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Better it were the heavenly powers 
Had still detained him in Castile. 
Enrique ! Brother ! 

DIEGO. 

Lord ! and chief ! 

KING. 

Does he not more P 

abIas. 

Alas ! like stone 
He lies ; his pulse and colour gone. 
What sad mischance ! 

DIE GO. 

What bitter grief ! 

KIKG, 

To yonder pretty country-seat 

Beside the public way, advance, 

Gk)od Don Arias ; there, perchance, 

The quiet of the calm retreat 

May soon the prince's health restore. 

Here you can all remain, and see 

The end ; but bring a horse to me. 

For I have yet to travel more : 

This accident has made me wait 

Too long already. I must try. 

Before the light of day doth die. 

To reach as far as Seville's gate — 

There you can bring the news to me. [JE^. 

ABfAS. 

This single act that now we know. 
More than a thousand proofs will show 
How stem and hard his heart must be, 
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Who could a brother thus neglect, 
Leaving him without aense or breath. 
And sl^uggling in the arms of death P 
By heaven ! — 

DIXGO. 

Be silent. Becollect, 
That if at times stone walls may hear. 
Trees, Don Alias, sometimes see; 
Besides, 'tis naught to you or me, 
And might, per(£ance, soon cost us dear. 

abIib. 

Thou, Don Diego, quickly go 
To yonder villa ; brmg them word 
How that the prince, our gracious lord, 
Is thrown from off his horse. But no ; 
Better that in his present state, 
We bear the In&nte in. 



Good counsel. 



DUCK). 

Yon give 



▲bI/ls. • 

Let Enrique live, 
I ask no other boon of ^te ! 

Exeimt^ the atiendmUi learmg ike BjfimU. 
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SCENE II. — A SALOOK nr don gutiebbe's 

VILLA. 



JSnter doI^a mencla. and jacinta. 

MSNOLA.. 

I saw him firom the tower below, 

The winding road advancing over ; 

And though I could not well discover 

What followed after, well I know 

That some misfortune has occurred. 

I saw a gallant cavalier 

Upon a nght steed riding near, 

It rather seemed the swiftest bird 

That ever on the quick winds flew ; 

For like a bird's nch plumes, his crest. 

Descending o'er his head and breast. 

Upon the air its splendour threw : 

The earth and sky did both unite 

To grace it with their several powers — 

The beauteous earth bestowed its flowers. 

The wondrous sky its starry light — 

Changeful in hue, as chance doth fling, 

Or tinted shades, or golden beams, 

For now a perfect sun it seems, 

And now it seems the painted spring. 

The steed that thus did prance and bound 

Fell ; when another change occurred : 

For what did late appear a bird 

Lay like a rose upon the ground, — 

Thus imitating in one hour 

Whate'er is best of bright and fair. 

'Twas sun — 'twas sky — 'twas earth and air : 

At once bird, beast, and star, and flower ! 
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JACIKTA. 



Ah ! Senora, hither press 
In through the doorway — 

ICBKOIA. 

Who? 

JAOHTTA. 

A throngy 
Crowding confusedly along. 

MEKOIA. 

Why they come hesre I cannot gae8& 

Enter don abIas and dok duqo fiilhumg the 
attendants earrying the orvAHTl im their arme. 
THky 'place him in a ehak*, 

piseo. 

In the houses of the noble 
Is the royal blood so Talued, 
So esteemed, it gives us couxftge 
Here to enter in this manner. 

MXKOIA* 

Who is this I see ? Oh, Hearens ! [Ande. 

DUQO. 

'Tis the Infimte, Jkm. Enmuei 
Brother of the long, Don I^dro. 
At your door his horse has fidleOy 
And, half dead, weVe brought him hitiier. 

MiHCiA, atide. 
Help me, Heaven t O sad misforkme ! 
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ABIA8. 

Tell us, lady, in what chamber 
We can place the prince, our master, 
Till he may regain his senses. — 
But can I trust my eyes, Se&ora ?... 

HSKOIA. 

Don Arias P 

abIas. 

Oh ! 'tis certain 
This is aU a dream, a vision. 
That I see thee, that I hear thee : 
Can it be that Don Enrique, 
The Infante — ^your adorer — 
Now your lover more than ever — 
Coming back to thee and Seville, 
In so sad a maimer meets thee ? 

MIKCIA. * 

'Tis no dream : — alas ! 'tis real. 

abIis. 
Here what dost thou ? 

KEKCIA. 

Thou wilt know it 
Presently ; but now we cannot 
Spare a moment from attending 
On the suffering prince, your master. 

ASfAS. 

Who'd have said, that thus so strangely 
He would come to see you ? 

MxirciA. 

Silence ; — 
It concerns me, Don Arias. 
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AfiiAS. 

Why? 

HEKCIA. 

Ifc doth affect my honour : — 
Enter into yonder chamber, 
There you'll find a couch that's covered 
With a soft skin, flower-embroidered — 
And, although the bed be humble, 
There the prince may rest. Jacinta, 
Quickly bring the finest linen; 
Perfumed with the sweetest odours, 
Worthy of such high employment. 

JExit Jacinta. 

abIas. 

While they make their preparations, 
Let us leave a while his highness. 
We, perchance, may give assistance, 
If there's help in this misfortune. 

Ea:etmt Don Aruu, Don Diego, and the 
attendants, 

MENCIA. 

Now, at length, alone they've left me : 

Would, oh ! would it were, ye heavens ! 

With the sanction of my honour. 

Now to speak my inmost feelings : 

Would that I with words could open 

The icy dungeon of my silence. 

Where the glowing flame is prisoned ; — 

That sad dungeon which, in ashes, 

Even in its ruins telleth. 

Here was Love ! What's this I've spoken ? 

What is this, ye heavenly powers ? 

Ah ! I'm what I am ! Betum me. 

Tell-tale air, the frenzied accents 

Thou hast from my pale lips carried ; 
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Since, altbough I've dared to breathe them, 

'Tis not right that thou should'st publish 

What I ought to hide in silence ; 

For I know that now I am not 

Mistress of my heart or feelings ; 

And if I, to-day, indulge in 

These my feelings, 'tis but only 

That I may the more subdue them ; 

Since no virtue can be real 

That has not been tried. 'Tis only 

In the crucible that truly 

Gleams the golden ore ; the loadstone 

Tests the steel, and by the diamond 

Is the diamond tried : while metals 

Gleam the brighter in the furnace. 

Thus my honour, by relying 

On itself, shall still grow brighter, 

When I come myself to conquer — 

Since no honour can be perfect 

That has never yet been tested. 

Pity ! — Powers of goodness, pity ! 

May I, thus my love concealmg, 

Live ! as now I die, in silence ! — 

Enrique ! — lord ! 

EirsiQTJE, recovering. 
Who calls? 

MXKOIA. 

0! gladness. 

ENBIQTTS. 

Heaven be praised ! — 

HEiroiA. 

That you are living 
Still, your highness. 
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ENBIQUE. 

Say, where am I ? 

MENCIA. 

Where, at least, is one that feeleth 
For your safety. 

ENBIQUE. 

I believe it, — 
If this happiness, for being 
Mine, shall not in air evanish : 
Since, within myself debating, 
I am doubtful at this moment 
Whether I awake, am dreaming, 
Or asleep, but seem to hear thee : 
But why make inquiry further. 
Seeming truth stiU darker clouding ? 
K 'tis true that now I slumber, 
May I never wake from sleeping ! 
Or if I in truth am waking. 
May I never sleep henceforward ! 

MEKCIA. 

Let it please your royal highness 

Prudently to think but on^r 

Of your health, that it may lengthen 

Out your life through years unnumbered. 

Phoenix of your deathless glory — 

Imitating that strange being, 

Bird, and flame, red coal, and ^low«>worm, 

Urn, pile, voice, and conflagration, 

Which in fire is generated, 

Breathes, and Uves, and lasts, and dyeth — 

Of itself the child and parent — 

Then you'll learn from me hereafter 

Where you are. 
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EKSIQVE. 

I do not wisli it ; 
Since if I do live, and see thee, 
Greater bliss I cannot hope for ; 
Nor if I am dead, can ever 
Greater happiness delight me, 
Since, indeed, it must be heaven 
Where so fair an angel dwelleth. 
Thus I care not to discover 
What the accidents or chances 
That my life have hither guided, 
Nor what turned thy own life hither ; 
Since to know that I am with you, 
Where you are, is full contentment. 
And thus you have naught to tell me, 
Nor to aught have I to listen. 

HEKOIA. 

Of so many fair illusions 
Time will quickly disabuse thee. 
But at present, tell me truly 
How your highness is ? 

EKBIQUE. 

Why, never 
Have I in my life been better ; 
Only in this foot, a little 
Pain I feel. 

MEKOIA. 

The fall was fearful ; 
But a little rest will quickly 
All your former health restore thee. 
And thy bed is now preparing. 
Where thou canst repose in safety. 
Tou will pardon me, I pray thee, 
For such humble entertainment ; 
Though, indeed, I stand excused. 
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SlOtlQTJS. 

Spoken like a noble lady, 

Mencia. Are you then the mistress 

Of this house P 

MSKCIA. 

Why no, your highness, 
But of him who is the master, 
I must say I am. 

ENBIQTJE. 

Who M he? 

HEKCIA. 

An illustrious caballero, 

Solfs Alfonso Qntierre, 

Both my husband and your servant. 

SKBIQUE. 

What ! — ^your husband ! [BUes. 

MSXCIA. 

Yes, your highness. 
Do not raise yourself; detain thee. 
See, to stand you are not able 
On your foot. 

SSlftIQU£. 

Yes, yes, I'm able. 

JEnter dos ajlIab. 
▲sfAS. 

Let me, lord, enfold a thousand 
Times your feet in my embraceSi 
Grateful for the happy favour 
Which, in saving thee, has given 
Life unto us all. 
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Unier don disqo. 

DIE60. 

Tour highness, 
Now unto your own apartment 
Can retire, where aU is ready 
That the finest thought could picture 
On the fancy. 

EKBIQUE. 

Don Arias, 
Bring me here my horse this instant — 
Bring me my horse, good Don Diego : 
Hence we must depa^ this moment. 

ASfAS. 

What do you say, my lord ? 

EliTBIQirE. 

That quickly 
You bring here my horse. 

j)iEao. 

Consider 

ASfAS. 

Think a moment 

EKBIQUE. 

Troy is burning. 
And my heart, a new ^neas, 
Must I rescue from the ruin ! — 
Ah ! Don Arias, my o'erthrowing 
"Was not purely accidental, 
Eather a prophetic omen • 

Of my death : indeed, 'twas fitting 
That, by Heaven's decree, I hither 
Should be carried to my death-bed, 
In the house where you are married. 

To Mencia, 
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That at once might then be spoken 

Grratulations and condolence, 

For your wedding and my burial. 

When my horse approached your dwelling 

He, with double fire and spirit, 

Dared the most surprising actions : 

For a rapid bird appearing, 

He, with scornful neighings, chaUenged 

Even the lightnings to the combat, 

When the swift winds he had conquered ; 

'Till, before your very threshold. 

Jealousy raised unseen mountains, 

Over which his proud feet stumbled ; 

For sharp jealousy will madden 

Even the veiy brute. No rider 

Ever sat his horse so firmly, 

That he could not from his stirrups 

Be cast down at such a moment : 

Miracle of thy sweet beauty, 

I conceived this fall the saving 

Of my life : but now the illusion 

Being o'er, it seems the vengeance 

Of my death : since it is certain 

I, indeed, must die ; and never . 

Miracles are proved by dying. '\l 

MEXCIA. 

He who now would hear your highness 

Thus complaining and repining, 

Would be forced to treat my honour 

With presumptions and suspicions 

Most unworthy of it : nathless. 

If, perchance, the wind doth carry 

Any perfect observation. 

Without tearing it asimder 

In divided accents, I would 

Wish to answer such impeachments ; 

For whene'er complaints are spoken. 
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Often will the same breath utter 
Explanations too. Your highness. 
Liberal in all your £mcies — 
Gknerous in all jour pleasures — 
Prodigal of jour affections — 
Plaoea your ^es on me : I know ii 
It is true, and I believe it. 
You must also know how many 
Years of trial and temptation 
Has my honour been unyanquished, 
Standing like an ice-crowned mountain, 
Which the squadrons of the flowers. 
Armed by time, were round besieging. 
If I married, with what reason 
Can you now complain ? well knowing 
I was one beyond the circle 
Of your passions and your wishes : 
Far too high to be your mistress. 
Far too low to be your consort. 
Thus being wholly exculpated 
In this matter, as a woman. 
Humbly at your feet I ask you. 
Not, my lord, to leave this mansion, 
Placing at such certain peril 
Health and life. 

IKBIQUI. 

Ah ! greater dangers 
Do I in this house encounter. 

Unter noK orTiEBBE and coQunr. 

6ITTIEBBE. 

Let me to your highness render 
Homage, i/l dare^draw r,igh 
To the sun that lights the sky 
Of Spain with majesty and splendour. 
With my heart, confused ana tender^ 
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Sad and joyful, draw I near ; 

And with eyes both blind and clear, 

Where that planet's light is blazing, 

Now an eagle, sunward, gazing, 

Now a dazzled moth appear — 

Sad, for that mischance which late, 

When you fell, did darkly throw 

O'er Castile a cloud of woe — 

Joyful, that the hand of Fate 

Has unto its former state. 

With the charms that health embraces, 

Quite restored your lordship's life : 

Thus, confused in pleasing strife. 

Interchanging mutual graces. 

Pain and Pleasure change their places. — 

Who till now saw Pleasure's tear ? 

Who till now saw Sorrow's smile ? — 

Honour, for a little while, 

With your beams this humble sphere ; 

Por the sun, so bright and clear, 

Though it light a palace wall, 

StiU doth not disdain to fall. 

With its veil of golden woof. 

On the straw-thatched cottage roof. 

In its loving care of all : 

Thus wilt thou, who dost appear 

The sun of Spain, by tarrying here. 

'Tis not the splendour that outbreaks. 

It is the king the palace makes. 

Even as the sun doth make the sphere. 

I esteem your pain and pleasure 
As you felt it ; and for this, 
Grutierre Alfonso de Solis, 
Gratitude beyond all measure 
In my bosom shall I treasure, 
Which yon yet must feel. 
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GVTIEBBS. 

Tourgra<;e 
Honours me too much. 

ENBIQXTE. 

And though 
The greatness of this house did throw 
Its ample shadow round the place, 
Though 'twere a sphere as great in space, 
As it in truth is beauty's sphere, 
Still I could not here remain : 
This fall will cost inj life 'tis plain ; 
And not the fell alone, for here 
I must forego, in doubt and fear. 
An object that doth all engage 
My mind ; and were it but one stage 
I must depart ; till that is clear, 
Every moment is a year. 
Every instant is an age. 

GITTIEBBE. 

And can my lord have such a cause 
For thus departing hence, that he 
Will place in such extremity 
A life whose every action draws 
Down on itself the world's applause ? 

SSHIQUE. 

I must this day to Seville go. 

GVTISBBE. 

To pierce your secret well I know 
Is wrong, and that would greatly grieve 
My sense of right ; but I believe 
My love, my loyalty are so— 
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BKSIQUS. 

And if the cause I now would own. 
What would you say ? 

GTJTISBBE. 

I do not seek 
The silence of your breast to break ; 
My lord, I'm not so curious grown. 

XKBIQUB. 

Listen ; the cause shall now.be known. 
I had a friend, who was to me 
A second sel f 

GUTIEBBE. 

How blest was he! 

XKBIQUI. 

To whom, when led by duty's call 
Away, I did entrust my al£— 
My fife — m^ soul — one peerless she ! 
Say, was it just that he should break 
His plighted faith, his friend ftrsake, 
And all his promised care foresOy 
When I was absent from him r 

0UTIBBBB. 

No. 

SKBIQUl. 

When for another's will and plearaiei 
He gave the keys of that xidi trearafe; 
When to another faroured (piaat, 
He oped that fond and feelmg hroait 
That late was mine I How mij meatofe 
The lover's pain, the fiiend'a regici I 
Can the lorn heart so aoon fiimt 
Its vanished dreamt— ifai Uiaml lig^P 



800 THX PHTBICIAK OF 

OVTIEBBE. 

No, my good lord ! 

ENBIQUS. 

And then the skies 
Conspire to darken and to fret 
My heart to-day ! Before my eyes 
I see my jealous thoughts arise ; 
In bodily shape they stand before me ; 
Where'er I look, they threaten o'er me, 
With monstrous leer and giant size. 
I see them here, and so would fain 
Ely &om their looks so dark and drear : 
Strange though the miracle appear, 
They come with me, and yet remain ! 

MENOIA. 

They say a woman's heart and brain 
Can best good council feel and give ; 
And so I pray, my lord, forgive 
The freedom that I take, when I 
Attempt the adviser's part to try. 
And make you once more hope and live. 
I leave your jealousy apart. 
And say, that you should first attend 
The explanation of your fnend. 
His innocence, far more than art, • 

May quick restore him to your heart, 
For even in faults such difference lies, 
That punishment should not be given 
To all alike. Oh ! be not driven 
Headlong by passion's stormy sighs, 
Though jealousy o'erveils thine eyes. 
Think that no man has power to move 
Another being's will or love. 
As to your friend, methinks that I 
Have given your doubts a fit reply. 
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As to the lady, Heaven above 
Alone can tell how strong the power 
That forced her to forget thy name. 
Oh ! call her no unworthy name— 
The fickle changeling of an hour. 
Judge her not, though suspicion lower — 
She may excuse her act. 

ENBIQVE. 

Ah ! well 
I know 'tis vain. 

DiEoo, to the nnPAirrE. 

My lord, the steed i 
Is ready that you bade me lead.T^ 

GUTIEBBE. 

If 'tis the same from which you fell 
This mom, my lord, ah ! do not sell 
Your Ufe so cheap, as him to ride ; 
Eather accept from me the pride 
Of all my stud — a piebald mare^ 
Swift as the wind and wondrous fair, 
ITpon whose smooth and glossy side 
A palm-leaf is impressed — a sign 
That fortune meant her to be thine ; 
For, even of brutes, the birthdays are 
Euled by a good or evil star. 
This wondrous prodigy, in fine, 
Is quite proportionea and well made ; 
Wide in the back, and broad of chest ; 
Its bead and neck, as might be guessed. 
Short, and its feet and legs arrayed 
lu strength, and daring undismayed. 
To form this steed, so nght and tall, 
With its wide chest, and head so small, 
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The mingled elements conspire — 
Its body earth, its soul of nre— 
Its foam the sea, and wind for all. 

ENBIQUE. 

Here the mind is lost, indeed, 

At the effort to explain 

Which doth lose, or which doth gain, 

By this animated diction — 

W hether the steed by the description, 

Or the description by the steed. 

OOQUIN. 

Here I enter. Please your grace. 
Let me your hand or foot embrace, 
Though it is hard, as matters stand, 
Either to give your foot or hand. 

Hence, fool ! this moment quit the place. 

BKBIQUS. 

Why 80 P Do not his freedom blame — 
His humour pleases me. 

COQUIK. 

I came, 
Obedient to your call. You said, 
Hithor let the steed be led. 
WeU we, my lord, are both the same. 

XHSIQTJS. 

Then who are you P 

COQI7IK. 

My words declare 
My stati<m. I, my lord, am one 
Coquin, also Coquin's son ; 
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The lirerj of tlus Imnim I 
ProTider-genend of the mare ; 
I sleep amid Hs fingfant hay ; 
In irfaimd fellowahip I ahaie 
Its nightly bed and dailj fioe; 
And so, mj lord, I come to pay 
My comphments upon yonr day. 

SKBIQin. 

My day? 

ooQiTnr. 
Why yes, the thing is plain. 

SITBIQirB. 

They call that day a festivaL * 
Whereon some good event doth fUL 
How can the day that brought me pain 
Be mine P Gk>od Coquin, pray eixplain. 

ooQimr. 

Because jonfhU on it. They say, 
As every hoij knows, in all 
The almanacks, such feasts dojktt 
On such and such a day. Thai pray. 
Is this not Saint Enrique's day P 

If your lordship is so presl^ 
That you must go, *tis best y<m ifeay 
No longer here; for lot thedi^. 
Amid & cold waves of the weat^ 
Sinks, to be the aea-god*a gneati* 

Faife«t HeagJa^lIaawB pratoflfeyottf 
Axid to Afim Umi^ I nmgSii jem, 
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I will seek that lady, dnTen 

Bt the counael jou haye givoi. 

Ak ! my giie^ muBt I reject you lAside. 

From my breast imspok^ Bleed, 

Bleed in silence, and restrain 

£y»i the utterance of thy pain. 

Sad exchange Fye made uiaeed — 

To leare my loye and take hia steed ! 

Sxmmi the L^mmUy Don AruUj Don Diego, 
Coqum, and the attendants, 

dearest 'yencia ! — bii^itest — best — 
My queoi, my mistress, and my wife ! 
Two souls in each diyided li& — 

Two liyes in each diyided breast 
Have thou and I, my loye, possest. 
'Tis to that loye, that now I feel, 

1 may securely trust to-day, 
Por leaye to go awhile away. 

And at my soy^reign's feet to kneel^ 

XTpon hia entering Castile. 

To giye him hearty wdLcome there. 

Should eyery cayidier repair. 

Methinks I should his presence gain 

As one of Bon Enrique's train ; 

Por it is only just aiid fiur. 

That I upon the prince should wait. 

Who, from this fiJl, has giyen so great 

An honour to this house and me. 

MZVCIA. 

Some other cause, I plainly see, 
Moyes thee to go, than what you state. 

017TIEBSS. 

Naught else, I swear, by those bright eyes ! 
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UJSSOUl. 

Who doubts that uneorinngmshed Bighs 
Por Leonore — ^from this dull Efpot 
Drive you away ? 

OUTIBBBX. 

Oh ! name her not. 

MEKCIA. 

'Tis thus with men, to-day they prize 
The thing to-morrow they may shun ; 
And what was joy to win, when won 
Turns in their hearts to cold despair. 

OVTIBBBX. 

Ah ! yes, I own the moon looked fiur. 
Because I did not see the sun ; 
But now that I behold its light, 
And worship its divinest ray, 
I cannot so forget the day 
As think upon the yanished night, 
A flame once burned pure and bright. 
Whose lambent breath and shining hair 
Lit the sweet region of the air. 
The sun unveiled his glorious head. 
When lo ! amid the orient red, 
The roseate blush of momin|g fiur. 
The little flame was lost andgone ; 
No more it sparkled, burned and shone, 
Quenched in the sunlight's sea of rays. 
Need I explain, with useless phrase, 
The little picture I have drawn P 
I loved a fight, whose flame wis seen 
Until a ereater planet rose— 
Which, m the hght that jdanet thxawa 
Prom off its disk of <^— «'^*»g aheen, 
Vanished as if it ne^er had Been. 
The flame that onoe aaemed pme and Inighty 

z 
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As in a crucible of light, 

Was melted by thy sunnier ejes ; 

Until the sun appears, we prize 

The faintest star that decks the night. 

MBiroiA. 

Oh ! what a flatterer thou art — 
So metaphysical, and so... 

OTJTIEBBE. 

In fine, you give me leave to go. 

KENCIA. 

'Tis plain you're anxious to depart ; 
And yet, I cannot nerve my heart 
To bid you go. 

6TJTIEBBE. 

Perhaps we two, > 
In thought, may both depart and stay. 
My heart, though I be far away, 
Will still be here— 

HEiroiA. 

And mine with you. 
Adieu, my lord. 

OUTIEBBIS. 

My love, adieu ! [Exit. 

Enter JAonrrA. ir 

JACINTA. 

How sad, my lady, you remain. 

HEI^OIA. 

Ah ! yes, Jacinta, and with cause. 

JACHfTA. 

I cannot guess what reascm draws 
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The colour from your cheek : 'tis plain 
Some hidden griej^ some inward pain 
Affects you. 

MXFOIA. 

Yes, 'tis even so. 

JAOIVTA. 

Will you not trust the cause to me ? 

HUrciA. 

Dost thou desire I trust to thee 
My honour and my Ufe, and. show 
My inmost secrets? 39ioa shalt know. 

JACHTTA. 

Say on, Seflora. 

HuroiA. 

I was bom 
In Seville. There. Enrique saw 
And loved me, by the potent law 
That rules the worid ; subdued my scorn, 
And, like a star that doth adorn 
The brow of heaven, upraised my name 
First in the lover's listo of finne. 
My father, by abuse of might, 
Bestrained and trampled on my right 
Of choiQH and gave, short time ago, 
My hana to GKitierxe. Lo ! 
The prince returns : my heart is pained — 
Love I have lost, and honour gsinBd. 
And this is all eren I do know. [Xxeuni, 



x2 
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SCENE m. — ^A HALL IK THE ALCAZAB, AT 

8XYILLE. 

Unter doka lxokobs and ikes, veiled. 

IKES. 

He comes to seek the chapel's calm retreat. 
Here wait the king, and luieel before his feet. 

LSOKOBX. 

Now shall I gain what I have hoped for long, 
If I obtain but vengeance for my wrong. 

JEnter the ktsq followed hy attendants and 

petitionere, 

YOiCES, within. 
Make way ! 

OKE. 

So please your majesty, peruse 
This paper. 

KIKG. 

I shall do so. 

AKOTHEB. 

Oh! refuse 
Not this, your grace. 

AKOTHEB. 

Nor this one, I beseech. 

KIKO. 

'Tis well, 'tis well. 

80LDIEB, ande. 

He wasteth little speech. 
I am [Aloud, 

KIKO. 

Leave the petition — ^that will do. 
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bocbub. 
I tremble, and cannot my fear sdbdue. 

sure. 
What makes you fear. 

SOLDIBB. 

HaTo I not seen your grace P 



Yes ; 'tis enough ! What seek you in this place P 

BOLDIXB. 

My lord, I am a soldier: some more pay. 

You ask but little ; for your late dismay. 
I make you Serjeant. 

BOIDIXB. 

Oh ! with outstretched palms 
I bless you ! 

OLD ICAK. 

A poor old man asks your alms. 



Here, take this diamond ring. 

OLD ICAir. 

What! can it be 
You give it from your fingers unto meP 

Yes ! had I power to aid thy snflbfring, 
I would bestow the world as now tibis ring. 

My lord, with troubled t&e/t I oome 
Before your feet to &IL 
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I come, for honour's sake, 

To ask, with weeping eyes, 

With sighs soon swallowed up in tears, 

With words that end in sighs, 

Por justice at your hands, 

As I on Grod ao call. 

KINO, 

Lady, arise ; no fear need thee appal. 

LE0170BE. 

lam... [She rises. 

Do not, I pray, address me yet — 
Let all who hear me go away. 

{^The petitioners, and others go out. 
Speak now, because if you have fled 
To me for honour's sake, as you have said, 
It were not just or right 
That honour should complain thus in the public 

sight ; 
Or that the hand of justice e'er should trace 
The slightest blush upon so sweet a face. 

LEOKOB£. 

Don Pedro ! whom the world doth call the Just,* 
Sole Sun and Sovereign planet of Castile, 
Whose light illumes uds hemisphere of dust. 
Great Spanish Jove, from whose weU-tempered 

steel 
Quick lightnings flashed with every vengeful thrust. 
As through the quivering air, with bloody wheel. 
It circled, when from clouds of gold it flew. 
And many and many a Moorish neck cut through, 

I am Leonore, whom flatterers named, 
In Andalusia, Leonore the Fair. 

* " JusTTCiERO," Don Pedro is better known by his less 
complimentary title <'Tbe Cbuel." 
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ft 

Not for this name my beauty must be blamed^ 

But my malignant star ; for never were 

Beauty and mtppiness toaei&eT finuned 

To live in union, or one rorm to bear. 

Be sure, my lord, where beafuty doth abound 

But small good fortune and lees bliw are found. 

■ 

His glances turned on me, to cause my ruin; 
A cavalier — ah ! would that knre'a slow sting 
Were as the basilisk's for my undom^, 
Or iealousy's green serpent to my spnng. 
To looking fo^y, soon cane fimd purBuing, 
To fond pursuing, love on rapid win^. 
He wooed my very street, in his iemre ; 
There saw he night depart, and day expire. 

How can I tell, my gradoua lord, that wounded; 
At length my heart surrendered to his suit P 
Although in public by disdain surrounded, 
I felt in private proud of his pursuit* 
On obligation gratitude is founded. 
From gratitude the passion-flower takes root ; 
For in Love's University we seize 
Upon his dignities but by degrees, 

A little spark a mighty flame i^piiteth; . 
A little wind can wake the wlurlwmd's cradi ; 
A deluge from a little doud aUg^itetli ; 
A little light cai^ feed the lightEung^s flash ; 

A little love, though blind and smdl 

To find out wiles uiat must tiia 

Thus spark, wind, doud, and all'Saligtit vf, tpfpoDg 

To storm and rain, to lightiiing and to trazning* 

His word he gave me he would be my BpCfuae-^ 
A bait that doth so many women fanee. 
Which in life's sea the cttotious fisher titrowB^ 
With hellish heart, for maiden honour pure ; * 

Which wooes the bosom to unaife repoM^ 



.i 
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And lulls the sense to slumber insecure. 
Here my lip flEiils to tell bow he, untrue. 
Who gave this word, again recalled it too. 

Thus freely often to my house came he ; 

But honour never for a moment slept ; 

For I, though liberal of love could be, 

Niggard of that, which I have sacred kept ; 

But, then, there was so much publicity, 

That I my reputation could have wept. 

And thought 'twere best that I should less deserve it 

Than thus with public scandal to preserve it. 

Justice I sought, but I was vOTy poor — 
Complained of him, but he was very strong : 
Then as my honour is beyond all cure — 
Por he is wed, and can't make good my wrong — 
All that I ask, most gracious lord of your 
Justice is this, that cloistered I prolong 
My life at his expense who did all -this — 
Don Gutierre Allbnso de Soils. 



KIKO. 

Lady, your extreme affliction 
I compassionate, and justly, 
Being one upon whose shoulders. 
Atlas-like, the law dependeth : 
Since Don Gutierre's married, 
He cannot make fit atonement 
Por your wrong, as you have granted ; 
But though short of that fuU measure 
' Of redress, my power and justice 
Are sufficient to compel him 
To make partial compensation. 
Honour he cannot restore you. 
Since, indeed, you never lost it. 
On the other side, however, 
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We must hear his explanation ; 
For 'tis right a judge should always 
Keep his secona ear wide open 
For the story that comes aiter. 
Trust me, Leonore, that nothing 
Shall prevent your cause from being 
Fairly tested ; and that never 
Tou again will have occasion 
To repeat your lamentation, 
" I am poor, and he is powerful," 
While Castile doth call me monarch. 
Yonder (iutierre cometh ; 
If with me he chance to see you, 
He will know vou have informed me : 
Hide behind tnis screen a little, 
Till you can come forth in safely. 

LEOKOBE. 

I, in everything obey you. 

{^She conceals herself. 

Enter coquiw. 

COQUIK. 

On from chamber unto chamber, 
In the footsteps of my master, 
Who is staying here, I've wandered 
Just this far. Defend me. Heaven ! 
Bless me ! 'tis the king in person ! 
He has seen me, and looks awful. 
Heaven but grant that this balcony 
Is not very high, for headlong 
Must I throw myself this moment. 

Who are you ? 

coQunr. 

My lord ? 
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EIKO. 

Yes. 

coQiJiir. 

Truly 
(Aid me, Heaven), my lord, I'm only 
What your majesty would wish me : 
Nothing greater, nothing smaller ; 
For a man of much discretion 
Only yesterday advised me. 
That I never, m my lifetime, 
Should be aught but what you'd wish me ; 
And so highly do I value 
His advice, I mean to use it. 
For the present, past, and future. 
Thus I was what you'd have had me ; 
What you'd wish me be, I will be ; 
What you please, I am — at all times 
Tour obedient humble servant. 
So, my liege, with your permission, 
I would wish now to withdraw me ; 
Since my feet have brought me hither, 
I would do as much for them too. 

KIITG. 

Notwithstanding your long answer, 
You, in truth, have told me nothing. 
Who and what you are I asked you. 

COQTJIN'. 

And I would have truly answered 
To the question you have asked me. 
If I did not fear, for telKng 
Who I am, that you would throw me 
From this high balcony downward, 
For presmning here to enter 
Without knowing why or wherefore, 



r 
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Being the holder of an oflSce 
Which you do not need, I fancy. 

KIKG. 

What office do you hold ? 

coQunf. 

Why, that of 
A sort of courier, or footman, 
Bearer of all kinds of secrets — 
Spy of myriad proceedings. 
So that neither monk nor novice 
Ever yet escaped my prying. 
Just as I get much or httle. 
Speak I either well or badly. 
Every house I make my dwelling ; 
And though this be so, at present, 
I*m content to use the stable 
Of Don Alfonso Gutierre, 
Where my mid-day meal I share with 
(a. cordovan of Andalusia. 
I'm a brother of Contentment ; 
Grief to me is quite a stanger, 
Not being ever in his service. 
Briefly, I am v^hat you see me : 
plarjordomo unto Laughter, 
Irleasure's gentleman in waiting, 
And the chamberlain of Erolio— 
Which a glance, indeed, might show you. 
This being so, vrith fear I toembled 
Lest your majesty might know me ; 
For a king who never laugheth 
Might have ordered me a nundred 
Fisticufis and bastinadoefl 
Somewhere underneath the thooldersy 
As a vagabond. 



ikff ^nB nrracujr of 

It seemeth 

^ V, <m hnftfl^^ , our whose buflmess 

T08, TOUT lordship. 
An. UMit rm. may hr mcae certain. 
This V TV u pb»> thr jester, 

Sight well, truly; 
^n, ^irwv r\om 1 know your calling, 

'!. nmJrr oiv Uaifth «;y Mir profession? 

^^ AL i^iiov. £nir <«K^ occasion 
TiiM vMi mi^-^r t» Iwur^ FH give you 

Tcvu 3cm^ i£iak>^ m^ Ut^^K tiiat instant 
Too vc«iir i«e«eih u> xm" sattsil Nsder. 

Ah ! Tou make me a ikbe witness, 
And the ccmtnct is illegal. 
Being hurtful to one party* 
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XJOSfQ. 



Why? 



GOQunr. 

It will hurt me, with a Tengeanoe. 
'lis said that eyerr man in laughing, 
Shows his teeth ; out I with weepinfi[ 
Should show mine — ^which would oelaaghing 
The wrong way. 'Tis also whiqpered 
That you're so severe a master, 
And so hiting in your censure, 
As to show your teeth to all men. 
How, then, is it that you only 
Wish to ta^e my grinders mim me t 
But to come to your proposfd, 
I accept it, if you let me 
Go away in peace at present ; 
Since a month will pass as quickly 
Here as in the street ; and even 
At the end 'tis but the coming 
Of old age a little sooner 
To my mouth, as with post-horsea. 
So I go to practise over 
All my jokes. Ah ! would to Heayen ! 
That I could but see you laughing ! 
But adieu ! I'll see tliee ahottly. 



Enter noK enbiqub, nov oincnBBB, ixnr sneo, 
DDK AJUAs, with MmtdatUif §oUier$f ^€. 

SITBIQUX. 

Let your majesty permit me 
Kiss your hand. 



Thou'rt truly wdaofme ; 
How dost thou &d flijiel^ BmEiqiieP 
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EITBIQTTE. 

Why, my lord, the fright was greater 
Than the fall. I ne'er felt better. 

aUTIEBBE. 

I pray your majesty to let me 

Kiss your hand, if one so humble 

May demand so great a favour ; 

Por the ground on which thou walkest 

Seems a fair and beauteous carpet, 

Which the winds of heaven illumine 

With the colour of the rose-leaf. 

Mayst thou health and strength bear with thee, 

Such as this great kingdom needeth ; 

For, my lord, all Spain adores you. 

Crowned, as now thoii art, with laurel. 

Of you! Don Ghitierre Alfonso. . . . 

GTJTIEBBB. 

Why thus turn thy back upon me ? 

Great complaints but now have reached me. 

GUTIEBBE. 

They are most unjust, I doubt not. 

Tell me, know you Leonora — 
One of the chief dames of Seville ? 

OUTIEIIBE. 

Yes, a fair and noble ladj, 
'Mong the highest of this couQ^y. 



HIS OWV SQV(HI». ilf 



Say what potent obli|;ati0]i 
Made you treat so fiur a lady 
With discourtesy and insult f 

OUTDBBBB. 

I have little need of fiilsehood; 
For, my lord, a man of honour 
Knows not how to play the liar, 
'Specially before a monarch. 
Her I courted, and intended, 
Once, to marry, if delaying, 
And perhaps my fickle nature^ 
^Had not changed my first idieas. 
iler I visited, and often 
Entered publidv her dwelUnff; 
So that 1 would stifl defend her 
Eeputation, with my sword-point. 
Feeling, then, thus aUenatea^ 
I cdnceived that I might altar 
My intent ; and, being fireed inm, 
This affection, wed in Seville 
Dofia Mencia de AcCbui, 
A distinguished lady, with whom 
I reside outside the dty, 
^^{n a coimtry-honse of pleasme. 
Leonore, through evil ooanadk- 
For all counsel must be evil 
Which destroyeth repotatum — 
Sought to interrupt my marriage ; 
But the judge who tried the question. 
Though most strust, fbond nanj^ agUiist me ; 
Which decision she did diarge wxUi 
Beiufi; founded vifpni trnm, 
As iffiivour e*er is wnting 
To a young and handseliie mmoDf ' 
tf she ever should Mobe il. 
Infiuenced by tide dsnsfdta^ 
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She has come to claim your succour. 
Fop *ti8 plain you know the story. 
I, too, throw myself before you, 
Firmly trusting to your justice. 
For my faith, my sword I offer, 
And my head for my allegiance. 

KIKO. 

What could have so soon occasioned 
Such a change in your affections P 

GUTISBBE. 

Is man's fickleness so novel 

As to cause your wonder ? Surely 

Every day bears witness to it. 

KIKG. 

Yes : but then it seldom happens 
That a man who loves should fiy from 
One extreme unto another, 
Without some most powerful reason. 

OTJTISSBB. 

I beseech you not to press me : 
I am one who, in the abs^ioe 
Of a lady, would surrender 
Life in preference to speaking 
Anything unworthy of her. 

Knee. 
Then it seems you had some reason. 

eUTIKSBX. 

Yes, my lord ; but still, believe me. 
If for mv exonerafcicm. 
It this day were needful for me 
To declare it, — though depended 
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Life and soul tmon my making — 
Still a true and fjuthM lo¥er ^ 
Of liis honour would not say it. 

ZXETG. 

But it is my wish to know it. 

GUTISBBE. 

Ah ! my lord .... 

Tm very carious. 



OUTlBBSB. 

Look • . . • 

No further answer make me! 
It doth only imtate me. 
By my life I . . . 

GUTJUBBSl. 

My lordy I pray thee 
Swear not ; for 'tis less inqpartaot 
I should chan^ my nature wholly^ 
Than that I shoula see you angered. 

Knrohy oijeb. 

I compel him to la^ open 

This concealed affiur thus loudty. 

That, if he in this deoeiyes me^ 

Leonore may giye the answer. 

And if he the truth doth utter. 

That, persuaded of her flROor, 

Leonore may know it tlsrir^ 

Speak then. [Jltmi. 

T 
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GUTHSBBB. 

i To mjr grief, I do so. — 

1A.s one night I sought her dwelling, 
fNoises reached me trom the courtyard ;- 
I approached, and at the moment 
That I entered, saw the figure 
Ofa man from her balcony 
Downward leaping. I pursued him ; 
But, before I recognisea him, 
He escaped from me by running. 

abIas, aside. 

Bless me. Heaven ! What revelation 
* Comes to light ! 

GUTIEBBE. 

And though excuses 
Could be made, and though I never 
To my wrong gave ample credence. 
Still the very apprehension 
Was enough to stop my marriage ; 
For 'tis plain, if love and honour 
Are the mind's most powerful passions. 
He hath done to love an outrage 
Who hath done a wrong to honour — 
Any pang that wounds the feelings 
To the soul brings anguish also. 

JSnter lxokobe. 

LEOKOBX. 

Your majesty will grant me pardon, 
Since I can endure no longer 
All the manifold misfortunes 
Which in crowds have fallen upon me. 

KEKO, aside. 

As Gk)d lives ! he has deceived me. — 
Well, my stratagem succeedeth. 
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LEOKOBE. 



And when listening to those charges 
Which are brought against my honour, 
It were but to act the coward 
Not at once to give the answer, 
Though it cost me life — 'tis little. 
For, mr worse than death I suffer 
Erom those daring accusations 
"Which destroy both Hfe and honour. 
Don Arias came to visit .... 

abIas. 

Stay, Senora — speak not further. 
Let your majesty permit me 
Answer ; for it is my duty 
To defend this lady's honour. 
On that very night resided, 
In the house of Leonore, 
One with whom I would have married. 
If her thread of life the Farcsd 
Had not cruelly divided ; 
I, her beauty's faithful lover, 
Fondly followed in her footsteps, 
And, with all a lover's daring, 
After her the house I entered. 
Without Leonore being able 
To foresee it or prevent it. 
Then Don Gutierre coming, 
Leonore, in terror, bade me 
Seek a neighbouring apartment, 
And I did so. — Ah ! a thousand 
Errors must that man fltdl into \y 

Who obeys a woman's counsel. — 
As I left, I heard the stranger 
Speak ; and, thinking 'twas her husband, 
Down I leaped £rom the balcony : 
And if I, on that occasion, 

t2 
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Turned my face away, supposing 
He was married to the lady — 
Now, since he declares he is not, 
Face to face I stand before him. 
/Let your majesty, I pray thee, 
Qrant a field, whereon to combat 
For the fame of Leonore. 
This appeal the law concedeth 
XJnto every caballero. 

OUTIEBBE, putting his hand on his sword. 
I will follow wheresoever .... 

EUNO. 

How ! — what's this ? And dare you venture 
Thus to touch your swords before me P 
Does my face awake no terror ? 
Where I am, can men indulge in 

[To the guard. 
Pride or haughtiness P But take them 
Prisoners, on the very instant ; 
Lead them to two separate tuzieta — 
And be thankful for the &vour 
That you are not placed in fetters. [JEjps/. 

If fair Leonore did forfeit 
Fame by me, by me she likewise 
Will regain it — ^wbich is owing 
To the honour of a woman. 



I do not, in HkoB misfiMtime, 
Feel so much my aovereign's rigour, 
As that I, my dearest Meii€ia» 
Cannot hope this dav to see t^ee. 

[They are Ud out hf ike mmtrt. 
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SKBiQiTB^ ande. 

Under the pretext of hnntixigy 

And her husband here, this evening 

May afford me an occasion 

To see Mencia. — ^Don Diego, [Moud. 

Come with me ; — ^I am determined 

Now to perish or to conquer. {JEiemHt. 

LEOirOSB. 

Dead I here remain I God grant tha^ 

Heartless, treacherous, and cruel. 

False deceiver and dissembler, 

Without £uth, or GK>dl» or conscience^ 

As I innocentdy suffered 

Loss of £Eune and reputaidoUy 

Heaven may also grant me vengeanee 1 

May you fed the seLGBame sorrow 

That I feel! The same dishonour 

May you in your blood see bathed ! ^ 

Fo/4 only jurt you perish 

With the weapons tiiat you slay with ! 

Be it so ! amen. So be it ! 

Woe is me ! I've lost my honour ! 

Woe is mel my dettth lias found mel 
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ACT II. SCENE I.— THE GABDBIT OT DOIT 
GUTIEBBE's TTLLA. — ^KIGHT. 

Unter jacdtta, eondiKting bok bkbique, 

JACIKTA. 

Silently advanoe. 

I scarcely 
Hace my feet upon the ground. 

*Tis the garden we have entered : — 

Since the night with dusky mantle 

Wraps your Highness round, and since 

Now Don Gutierre lieth 

In his prison, there's no doubt 

But th^t you can safely compass 

Love's so gentle victories. 

SFBIQUE. 

If the liberty, Jacinta, 
I have promised thee, appears 
Small reward for such a service, 
Ask me more, I'll not refuse, 
Since to thee I am indebted, 
From this hour, for life and soul. 

JAOIfrTA. 

Here my lady is accustomed 
To descend, to spend a portion 
Of the cool, calm summer night. 

ElOtlQTJE. 

Hush ! oh, hush ! another sentence 
Do not add, because I tremble 
That the very winds should hear us ! 
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That I may avoid siuipicion 

'By my absem^ and aydid 

ifeedleaB blame, I think it lietter 

Now to leave yoo. [Oom Hiio ^ home. 

KTBIQXn* 

liore eooooonge 
My attempt. These verdant leavei : 
Will conceal and screen me wholly ; 
For I will not be the first. 
Who, beneath such shelter, diealed 
Even the solar rays : Aetteon j^ 

With Diana exculpate me. [Otmeeak Umiey^ 

Enter dokjl hutcia wiA ler ajtendmih. 

Jacinta! Silvia! Theodora! 

jjionrTA. 
Your orders. Lady P — 

yaacuL 

Here farinjj^ lig^ilB, 
And a while with me nmandng^ 
Labour to divert my sorrow 
For the absence of nnr Inubndi 
Now that natore dou pro s nm a 
These delicious groimds to dniran:— ^ 
Theodora! 

XHIODOEI. 

Ladtyadnel 



With your genUe vioioa difcrt ma 
From my ssdncis. 



t 
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THIODOSl.. 

I shaU gladly 
Sing your &yoiirite words and tone. 

\^The Ughti are placed ftpon a tnuM table^ 
JbomMeTiciareelineamon a tqfh heeide 
it, and Theodora sings.] 
Nightingale, whose joyous strain 
Qladdens all these sleeping flowers. 
Oh! depart not firom these bowerSi 
For thy absence gives me pain ! 

[While the song is continued and repeated, 
Bona MnSeiafaUs asleep."] 

jAcnrrA* 

Sing no more, for see, sweet slumber 
Hath poured out upon her soul 
Best and peace ; and since her troubles 
Have this calm asylum found, 
Let us leave and not awake her. 

THIOBOILI.. 

Yes, in silence leave her here. 

JACHTTA, aside. 

Thus I act, that he may freely 
Venture forth to seek her now ; — 
O ye servants ! what unnumber'd 
Noble and illustrious houses 
Have been lost by means of you ! 

[Mxeunt Jacinta and ^ others, 

DON EITBIQUE, a^onciug. 

She remains alone. No longer 
Doubt should cloud such happiness ; 
Oh ! I must not let this moment 
Pass without the happy chance 
That the time, the place secure me : — 
Fairest Mencia ! 



J 
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Heftyen defisnd me ! 

Be not frightened ;-^ 

icmroiA. 

Who is this P 

htbiqux. 

One whose daring mnit be paxdooad 
For his many yean of hope. 



Toa^mylord!.... 



XKBIQflTB. 

OhI be not troabled t 



MBBTOXA. 

In this way to ... . 



BVBIQUS* 

Nor alaimed t«f- 



UMSCUL 

Dare to enter .... 



Norbeangiy. 



This my hoiue^ without tiie ftar 
That you may deatvoy tiie hooour 
Of a woman, and ft noUa^ 
<3enerous yaasal'a pride offiand. 

I but £qUow your own ecniiiady 
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Since you counselled me to hear 

The excuses of that lady : — 

And I hither come to learn 

How it is you exculpate you 

From the wrongs my love hath borne. 

KSKOIA. 

Ah ! 'tis true, I was in error ; 
But if I would deign to give 
Any reason for my actions. 
Does your highness doubt, 'tis only 
For my honour's sake alone P 

EITBIQTJE. 

Can you then presume, I know not 
The respect that is your due. 
From your blood and many virtues ? — 
A pretext of sport has led me 
Here, a seemiQg hunter, now. 
But 'twas neither fawn nor &lcon 
Wiled me forth ere dawn of day ; 
No, it was thyself, proud heron — 
Thou, that soarest up so high 
Through the azure fields of heaven, 
That you seem to touch the golden 
Balustrades that gleam and glisten 
Bound the palace of the sun. 

HENOIA. 

My lord, your highness doth correctly 
Attribute to this cautious bird 
The efforts you describe : the heron 
Presumes so much upon its instinct, 
That flying even up to heaven, — 
A flash of feathers without li^ht— 
A bird of flame, with soul and spirit — 
A winged cloud endued with instinct — 
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A dark-grej comet without fire ; 
It seeks hj eveiy means to baffle * 
The strong mum of the rojal hawks : — 
Nay, 'tis said, whough it flies £rom 
All the falcons that pursuey — 
It doth knowy amid tiie many. 
In whose talons it must die ; 
And before the final struggle 
Is commenced, it trembles o'er— 
Throbs its boding heart with terror, 
And on ruffled puimage fiies^— 
Thus at seeing here your liig>iT*ff«, 
I stand mute and motionless — 
Pull of terror — ^fiillof honror — 
Since my fear cannot ignore — 
Since no doubt can terror leave mie^ f 
Who it is will cause my death. y^ I 

IHRIQITB. 

To speak loUh you I came hither. 
Time and chance must not be lost 



That the heavens this wrong should mdbtl 
1 shall cry for aid. 

XKBIQUX. 

And so, 

Be thy honour^s worse de&mer. 

xnrciA. 

Oh! will not tiie wild beasts oond 
To protect me with tiMir fiiTOur P 

No, they Ibar to wake mj imrfii. 
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DOK GVTiiBiUBy within. 

Coquin, hold the reins, while I 
Alight : knock loudly at the gate. 

KEKCIA. 

O heavens ! my bodings come too late ! 
My end of life at length draws nigh, 
'Tis Ghitierre !— What a fete ! 

SITBIQTJB. 

Bom for misfortune I must be ! 

ICENCIA. 

What, my lord, becomes of me 
If he meets you ? — ^what his ire ? 

Say what can I do ? 

MENOIA. 

Betire. 

EKEIQIEB. 

Betire? conceal myself before 
The face of any man ? 

KSNCIA. 

Much more 
A woman's honour doth require : 
You cannot go — (my life is o'er !) 
Since my servants, httle knowing 
All the evil they were doing, 
Have reclosed the garden door : 
Now you cannot go away. 

How to act in this confusion 
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mvciA. 

In this arbour's ^ceen sedurioii 
Lies a room of mine, you may 
There conceal you. 

IKBIQtTX. 

Until now, 
I a notion ne'er could have 
What was meant by fear. How bra?e 
Ought a husband feel P [Ooneeab Mmself. 

And how 
Timid ought the guilty be^ 
When a guiltless woman eren 
Dreads the angir wrath of heaven. 
Nor can shun aayendty P 

Unter DON gtttibbbb, ooQinVy and JAonrr^.] 

d^UTIBBBX. 

Dearest, let my fond caresses 
Once and many a time en£bld theel 

Envy, I cannot withhold thee 
From my heart, whose luq^^ place if 
In the midst of such emmoes. 

OUTLBIUUB. 

Said you not, that I would fly 
To see you P 



And to pcoTO iheraby 
The firm fond bieflrt jow bEeasfe dciUi cover. 
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OTJTIEBBE. 

I do not cease to be thy lover, 
My life, because tby spouse am I ; 
For that dear tie, so proudly pure. 
Chills not affection's tender core. 
But ever feeds it more and more, 
And makes its wavering pulse secure. 
And doth, at every risk, procure 
Means, the belovM form, for seeing. 
And closer binds his grateful being. 
He who holds the Alcaide's station. 
Being a friend and a relation. 
Has, my body's prison freeing. 
Thrown it round my sou], for he 
GKves me in this secret way 
The happy nriyilege to pay 
This humed visit unto thee. 

MEKCIA. 

What a joy it is ! 

OrTIEBBE. 

Tome — 
Although if I deliberate. 
The boon he gave was not so great 
To let me hither come to thee, 
Because in my captivity. 
My soul, on uinseen wings elate. 
Had flown to thee in chainless flight — 
Joy of my heart ! 'twas only right 
That for the period I should be 
"Wholly captive, or wholly free, 
And thus my life and soul unite ; 
Eor otherwise in tiresome strife, 
With all division's sorrows rife, 
The two should seek a separate goal, 
In one prison were my soiil. 
And in another were my life. 
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Two instromeiitBy Tre heard it stated ; 

When strung and tuned in unison ; 

The dulcet notes evoked br one. 

By echo are communictttodi, . 

Similarly modulated, 

To the other, so that even 

If you wake but one alone. 

On the silent lyre, the tone 

Which the skiBul hand hath given 

Is waken'd by the winds of hoKven I 

An equal concord doth appear 

'Twixt blended hearts, how fiir or near, 

This would eroerienoe soon dedare, . 

For the same dIow that strook thee i^ere 

Would reach and kill me even here. 

ooQtnor. 

Senora, wont you give your hand 
Unto a fellow-prisoner. 
Who sighs and mourns and sheds the tear. 
Without the power to understand 
Why into tears he is trepanned P 
And who his death is now awaiting^ 
Without the power of oalccdatuig 
Why or when this grisly finend 
Of mortals 

BTJTHMBXM. 

Ooqoui, to wbafc end P-— 

ooQunr. 
'Tis my own end that I'm relating:—^ 
Butif the long, who dot^ admire . 
Your humble servant^ in hia ire 
Puts you to death without remorse^ 
You'll be a sort of km^^ht-ervant eone, 
Since you will bring with joa a iqniie. 
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HSirciA, to QiUierre. 

You must partake of some eoUatioii ; 
Excuse my want of preparation. 
No guest expecting now : and so 
I go for this. 

eVTISBBS. 

A slave can go. 

icurciA. 

Holds not the one who goes, that station P 
Yes, I am one, and love to be : 
Do thou, Jadnta, come with me : — 

fortune ! fortune, be obedient, [Aside. 
Since this desperate expedient, 

Honour, I but make for thee ! 

[Exewat Dona Mencia and Jadnta. 

GurnsBBE. 

Coquin, here you must remain, 

And a little while restrain 

Your pleasantries : Eemember we 

Are bound by every tie to be 

Back within our cell again 

Ere the dawn, which now is nigh. 

coQirrNr. 

1 shall faithfully attend you, 

But would wish to recommend you 
A stroke of ingenuity — 
The most subtle, the most high 
Ever thought of amongst men, 
Oh! how clever! 

GUTIEBEE. 

Ten it then. 
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coQimr. 

By which safe and sound you may 
Easily from, prison stay. 

6UTIEBSE. 

How? 

coQunr. 

Never to go back again. — 
/ Better wind and limb to save 

Than keep the promise that you gave. 
> Safe and sound outside you've got ; 
' Stay as you are. 



L 



OUTIEBBE. 

Upon the spot, 
My hand shall kill thee, villain ! Knave ! — 
Dare you thus to counsel me 
To act with such base treachery 
Towards the Alcaide : in this way 
His kind confiding to betray P 

COQFIN. 

No doubt, there's some perplexity ; 

But since I have become observant 

Of the king's humour — ^fierce and fervent 

Is my desire to escape his claws. 

As to a breach of honour's laws, 

No one will mind it in a servant ; 

But even so, I am, to-day, 

Kesolved to take the safer track, 

To leave you here, and not go back. 

OUTIEBBB. 

To leave me ? 

COQTTO. 

And why not, I pray ? 
z 
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OVTIEBBB. 

And what of thee will people say ? 

OOQUIK. 

/Must I then prematurely die, 
\/ To earn a word or two of praise ? 
If I could act like him who plays 
At cards, who puts the small ones by, 
Preferring for success to rely 
On those of greater power and name ; — 
Then, my lord, for you I durst 
Give up a few poor days at first, 
"Which afterwards I might reclaim : — 
But is not life a different game ? 
The cards once gone, then all is gone ; , 
How could I then get back the stake 
That thus I perilled for thy sake ? 
As at piquet, death would have won 
Every point to a hundred and one. 

Enter mekoia, exclaiming. 

MEKGIA, 

Help! help! my lord. 

GTJTIEBBE. 

What mean these cries ? 
May heaven my love irom danger shield ! 

HENCIA. 

A man 

GTJTIEBBE. 

Quick! quick! 

HENCIA. 

I found concealed 
Within my room, whose face and eyes 
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Were liid beneatli a thick disguise ; 
For this I called you. 

GUTIBBBI. 

What do 70a say P 

Heavens ! my very heart's congcwled ; — 
Disguised in my housef 

HizroiA. 

The moon rerealed 
His presence. 

GUTIXBlia. 

Coqinn^ lead the way. 
Take the light with yon. 

ooQimr. 

IP 

eiTTIXBBl. 

You may 
Pear nothing, since witii me you go. 

Coward thou art, to tremUe so I — 

1 shall conduct the^— draw tiiy swovd ; 
Ah me! the li^t has fidlen, my lord. 

[She desi^f^^ iropB the lijfttt ^^ ^^ 
rmnam in Mai iarhum^ 

6UTXBBX9. 

No matter, I shali And m fiie 
Eren in the itA : I go alone. 
[WhUeDon Omiierremtmnik0iau$ehgome 
door^DomJBmigmf mm i mi e i hjfJiukam^ 
lea/oe$ U hg iln otiii'.] » 
s2 
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JAcnrTA. 



Follow me, my lord, you may 
Escape securely by this way, 
Since all the house to me is known. 

[As they go out at the opposite side^ Don 
GhUierre returns, and meeting tvith 
Co^uin, who isgroping about in the dark, 
seizes him.'] 

OOQVIK, aside. 
I can see neither stick nor stone. 

GrTIEBBE. 

Ah ! I have met the man ! 

My lord, 
Take heed, I pledge to thee my word .... 

GTTTIEBEB. 

By heavens ! I shall not let thee go, 
Until thy name and state I know. 
Then thou shalt perish by my sword. 

COQITIH". 

But look ! I am ... . 

MEKCIA, aside. 

"What speechless terror 
Now doth my trembling soul affidght ! 
Can it be he ? 

OTJTIEBBE. 

What, ho ! a light ! 

\Mnter Jacinta, with a light.'] 
Who art thou, man ? 
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I'ye got no nuxror, 
But think I'm Coqiiin ! 

OUTUBBBI. 

Whataneiior! 
WhatamiBtakel • 



• ■ ; • 



fX>QT7Iir. 

I told fliee io. 

0T7TI1BB1B. 

I heard and knew thy Toioe, although 
I did not think thou Wert the Bame 
I held : — O blind abjrsB ! O shame I 
That I must tamely wait to knowl 

xxscLLf aside. 
Has he gone forth, Jacinta P 

jAonrxiL* 

Tea. 

HEKOiAy to Outierre. 

Can thy absence haye tempted this P 
Look well through all the nouae^ ledk iDme 
Who knew perchance thou wort tnm home^ 
Some thieves have dared thia haxdnieaB. 

GUTilBlUU 

I ^o to make suspicion dear :— 

Kmd heaven dispel the bodiiU[ fear [Mith. 

That makes my heart feel ehm and muw. 

To think that any nAn ahonld oome 

Into my housei and I nok bflie I . 
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JACIBTA. 

That was a daring stroke, attended 

With danger of a great diaaster. 

Which jou now ventured with my master. 

MsnrciA. 
V More than mj life on it depended. 

jACDirrA. 
What was the object you intended ? 

ICEKCIA. 

This was intended : to dispel 
The clear presumption there would be 
Of some arranged complici^ — 
If G-utierre's heart should reel 
AVhat I should die, or else conceal — 
In such a strange perplexity, 
I found but little difficulty 
The simple project to conceive, 
And thus make truth itself deceive. 
[Don Gutierre retwmsfrom ike house^ hold- 
ing a dagger concealed beneath hie ehak.'] 

OXJTIEBBE. 

Some mere illusive phantasy 

Mocked you — some fancied form of air ; 

Through all the house I have gone with care. 

Searched every room, but could not meet 

The shadowy phantom of deceit 

Which you but now imagined there : — 

But I deceive myself: — Hi ! me — [Aside, 

This dagger, gracious heavens ! which 1 

Found m her room — ^with jealousy 

The herald of my fate must be. 

Which a more fitting hour will see : — 

My love, my life, I must away, \Aloud, 
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For lo ! the nk^ht, its cloak of grey 
Loosely around its ne^ imtiefr— 
And liKe a trembling coward flies 
Before the beauteous ligljit of day ; — 
Ah ! how I grieye it must be so^ 
Not only that I needs must go. 
And longer leay^ you limely nere, 
But worse— a prey to causeless four. 

HizroiA. 

Will you not once your fond anns throw 
Bound her who loyes you P 

eVTIBBBX. 

Proud I may :-^ 
[As he thrawM open Ae eloakfeke pereeivet 
the dagger tn Ke hand.'] 

iimroiA. 

Ah ! stay, my lord ! in -jpty^ stay ! 
Your digger, is it turned on me P 
I neyer haye offianded thee. 
Turn then your yaugefbl hand awaTw — 

Hold! 

0UV1USX. 

What makes my Mencia Snv P • 
My joy, my treasure, mi my wifr. 

MMSCUL 

At thus beholding you, my life 
Seemed to depart : I £d appear 
Bathed in my blood to peonsn here. 

When lately ihioii|gh tbe iKroia I flew, 
Hus dagger fixna Its sbeadi I draw. 
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MXirCIA. 

M7 yery life is an illusion ! 

OIJTIBBBI. 

'Twas but a &acj — a delusion. 

MXKCIA. 

I never have offended thee. 

OTTTIEBBE. 

How needless this apology ; 
But often in a. great eonmsion 
We feel a fear we can't explain. 

KXKCIA. 

My troubled sadness, as it seems. 

Chimeras and unreal dreams 

Doth picture on my heart and brain. 

OTTTIEBBE, 

To-night, I will return a^ain 
To see thee, if I can : adieu ! 

MEKCIA. 

May God, my lord, depart with you ! — 

Oh I what a fear my bosom pains ! [^Aside, 

OTTTIEBBE, (iside. 

Ah ! honour — ^honour, much remains 
To say, but only 'twirt us two ! 

IThei/ go cut at apposite sides. 
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SCENE m.— A HALL m THl ALOXSAB. 




Unter the EDfTG and bok DrBGO, ike former 
a shield^ and dressed in a coloured cloakf whiel 
during the representation he ehanges for a Hack 
one. 



Take this buckler^ Don Di^go. 

DiBeo. ^ 
Late your majesty retonuu 



I have spent the niffht in going 
All around this dtfn streetSy 
Wishing thus to know the nature 
Of the manj strange a d y en t ui es 
Which in such a |Mace as Seville 
Happens every night tiiat fidls : 
That I thus may Imow the better • 
To prevent or punish crime. 

nnoo. 

You do welly my lord, in this, 
Por a king diould lie a» AigtUL 
Watching o*er the realm he Twm, 
And the eyes upon his seepfere 
Should but symboliae his own. 
Please your mqesty, what iSwyoaP 



I saw many a dy gaI]«Dt^— 
Many a waitmff , ^ratobfiid: ladf^ 
Music-ringinp; feasts and daaoiiif"* 
Many gambhngJioiiies^ wheuoe 
Loud resounding Td0« pnUiaMi 
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Better than the painted tablet, 

Here is naming, wanderer : 

I saw bullies without number, 

And there's nothing that so grieves me 

As to see this crowd of bullies 

Swagger openly, as if 

Thej a lawful calling followed ; 

But that they should never praise me 

For neglecting to examine 

So important a communion, 

I a troop of them encountered 

In the open street alone. 

DIEGO. 

That was wrong, my lord, — imprudent. 

EXETO. 

No, 'twas right, because they carried 
Blazoned in their blood from me . . .. 

DIE 00. 

What? 

The charter of their body. 

Unter ooqtxik. 

OOQUIN', aside. 

I have not the tower re-entered 
With my master, since I wish , 
To find out what says the public 
Of his prisonment : but pause ! 
Por the noblest dog stands yonder 
Of the celebrated breed 
Of the true Castilian mastiff — 
'Tis the king himself — ^Don Pedro, 
I must^ pause, his paws to shun. 
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Coquin! 

Majesfy ! 

How goes it P 

ooQTJnr. 
I will answer like the stadeiit. 



How is that ? 

coQimr. 

De earparelenef 
Sed male depeeunUa, 



Tell me something pleasant, Ooqmni 
Since if you can make me laugh. 
You a hundred crowns will poeket. 

ooQTJnr. 

It seems that we enact fo-mffht 

The fiunous comedj, entitlec^ 

Erom your promise, ^ Ihe (koim Pimoe ;*' 

Notwithstanding all, I brinff thto 

Now a little tale, that nei^ 

Endeth in an epigram. ■ 



If 'tis yours, it must be ttvlj 
Elegant: unfddtbetde. 

ooQvxir.- 

I saw yesterday a eimudit . 
On his getting out dbe^- 
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Put a cover on his whiskers ; 

Laugh now at the hare idea ! 

Seeing so much needless care 

On a crop of such poor promise 

Made me make the epigram : — 

I don't ask thee, mighty Pedro, 

For houses or vineyards, — all I ask 

Is that you, by way of earnest. 

Will your blessed laughter give 

Unto a bashful gracioso ; — 

Ploro, your house must needs be poor 

And badly furnished all within. 

Since in this way you're forced to pin 

A lying ticket on the door. 

Can there be rind without the core ? 

Good nuts without the kernel P — ^no. 

He cannot reap who cannot sow, — 

Why then waste time P A harvest yields 

The ploughing of the fallow fields, 

But fallow fe^Bs never — ^no ! 



EXKG. 



A cold conceit : 



COQUIK. 

A hot one, rather. 
Enter noir EKBiQins, the Infante, 

EimiQTJE. 

Give me your hand, my lord. 

KDra. 

Infante, 
How do you find yourself ? 

JSimiQUE. 

Quite well ; 
Content, my liege, if I but find you 
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In the good health that I enjoy 
And nowy my lord, permit my ttddng 
Por Don Anas • . • . 



HO) I knowy 
Haa the pnTilege of your friendship ; 
Free him from prison then, and tlioa 
Make them again be friendsi Bntiqiiei ' 
Since 'tis to yon they owe their liyes. {^Xsni, 

9 

EKBIQ1T9* 

• 

May thine own by Heayen be guarded 

Until thou makest eren of time 

A never-ending bright inheritance ! 

Don Diego wiU please to go 

To the tower, and to tiie Alcaide, 

And command him, hither to bring 

Both his prisoners. . \Mrii Dem JDkjfo.. 

The heayens giye me 
Patience under misfortunes like these,— 
And prudence amid so many eyils : 
Coqum, I perceive you are hero. 

ooQimr. 
I wotild be better away in Flanders. 

Why? 

coQxmr. 

The king is a nrodigy 
'Mong all the animala on the earuu 

UJUIIUl* 

How? 

oo^imr. 
BecaiiM mdplfiiili BateBi 
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Doth permit the bull to bellow, 

The lion to roar — the ox to low — 

The ass to bray — the bird to warble-— 

The dog to bark — the cat to mew — 

The horse to indidge himself in neighing— 

The wolf to howl, and the pig to grunt, 

But man alone it only permitteth 

To laugh, and Aristotle thus, 

As the most perfect definition. 

Calls him the laughing animal : — 

But the king, 'gainst the order of nature, 

And sometimes of art, doth never laugh. 

Grant me. Heaven, to draw but one cnuckle 

Out of his throat, the pincers of wit ! 

Enter dok gutiebbe, doit abIas, and don diego. 

DIEGO. 

Behold, my lord, I bring to thee 
The prisoners. 

GTTTIEBBE. 

Thy feet we kiss. 

AHfAS. 

You raise us to the skies by this. 

ENBIQITE. 

The king, my gracious lord, to me 
Has given, what with humility 
I asked for, both your lives to-day : 
Once more be mutual Mends, I pray. 

GTTTIEBBB. 

Thus honour is conferred by thee. 

[^He perceives that the sword of ike prince is 
of the same design as the dagger which 
he found in Mencia^s apartment,"] 
But what is this, O God! I see? [Aside. 
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Shake hands. 

Behold I lead the way. 
Here then is mine. 

GTJniBBI. 

And mine: alltnoei 
Of our late difference now must Ke 
Hid 'neath the friendly knot we tie^ 
'TUl death the twisted bond displaces, 

ASfAS. 

And may these mutual embraces 
Confirm the fiiendsUps that tiiey show. 

BNBIQITS. 

It gladdens me that this is so :— 
As cavaliers the sianfe begun, 
Ab cavaliers you both have done 
All that nice honour bade you do 9-- 
'Tis therefore ricfit that you should be 
True friends, and he who now w31 dare 
This to deny, had best prepare 
In deadly flight to answer me. 

GITTIBBBl* 

The friendships whidl^ xdt lord, toot Him 

I now rewakesi, must enoiiie^ 

I my obedience shall proeuNL 

Nor can I doubt tliait you wul gife 

This crowning honoiir, to bsUeis 

That of mtf ^ou msy be sore »— 

A potent enemy are you. 

And leaving lofalW mrt| 

Fear were enough to issp aij^heiffe ,; 



852 THE PHTSICIAir OF 

Prom breaking what it swore to do : — 
You and I 'gainst some other two, 
Oh ! 'twere delightful then to show 
To all the world, howVell I know 
Obedient to mv word to be ; — 
But with you lor an enemy — 
Oh ! who would dare to venture ? — who ? — 
So much would fear my senses scare- 
So strangely darken and control 
My cautious and attentive soul, 
That it would not have power to dare 
To look at you : — If unaware 
My sword shoidd ever cross with thine, 
Such fearful instinct shall be mine. 
Such terror shall o'erdoud mine eyes — 
That I must fail to recognise 
Tour grace, though noontide's sun may shine. 

EITBIQTJE, (iside. 

In those hints and sighs I trace 

The clearest marks of jealousy :— 

Come ! Don Arias, I with thee [Aloud. 

Have business in another place. 

DOK abIas. 

I attend upon thy grace. 

\Exeimt Don Enrique, Don Diego, and Don 
Arias, 

GiTTiEBBE, aUme, 

Enrique answered naught, and so 
Even by his silence he doth show 
My fear is not an idle guess ; — 
Can I bewail my grief? — ah, yes ! 
But to console my anguish, no : — 
I am now alone, and therefore 
Can commune with my own mind :— - 
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Is there one, O God ! that knoweth 
To reduce to one discourse— 
Or to heal with one idea 
Such a numerous host of evils- 
Such a progeny of pain, 
That in coward crowds assail me— 
That in daring troops surround : — 
Now, oh ! now's the moment, valour, 
That the soul its wail repeating, 
Tombed in burning tears and sighs, 
Cometh to the open portals 
Of the soul, which are the eyes :— 
And indeed, on this occasion, 
^Eyes, you fitly melt in weeping, 
pChat you may wash out my sliAme ! — 
Now, my valour, now's the moment, 
Tou can prove how well you know 
For the curing of my honour 
To call prudence to thy aid : 
i$ut a truce to barren feeling, 
pForced by honour, forced by valour, 
iL must not thus weakly yield me 
; Up to mere complaints and sighs ; 
He but daUies with his grievance 
Who but asks for its redress ; — 
Let me first think o'er the matter — 
It, perchance, can be explained : 
Qh ! I ask of Groi to grant it, • 
Would to God it may be so ! — 
'Tis true, last night, when unexpected, 
I went home, — but then the doors 
Opened quickly, and in quiet 
Found I there my tranquil wife. 
Then the sudden exclamation 
That a man was in the house, — 
Strangle, no doubt, but still remember 
That twas she who told me so : — 
But the light, too, was e^tipguished*- 

2a 
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Yes, but still what proof bave I 
That, indeed, it did not happen 
Through an actual accident r — 
Next, the question of this dagg< 
It is possible it maj 
Have been left there by a serrant. 
And although (oh ! woe is me !) 
In its fJEUshion, it resembles 
Closely the InfSEknte's sword, 
Other swords it may resemble, 
As the form is not so strange 
But a thousand more may have it : 
Deeper let me sift the matter. 
Ana confess (ah ! me) that it 
"Was the Infante's — ^nay, eren further. 
That he was himself there hid, 
Though my hot eyes could not see him ; 
But supposing all this true, 
Still may Mencia be guiltless ? 
Gold, that magic master-key, 
In the bribed hand of a servant 
Opens wide the closest doors :-— 
Oh ! how glad I am for having 
Poimd this subtle argument ;— * 
So, abridging our re&ctions. 
Let us make the points converge 
Thus, that Mencia is Mencia^ 
And that I am who I am ; — 
Nothing could a moment tarnish 
Light iSlo hers so bright and pure ; 
If I thought so, it were error, — 
Then a cloud could stain the sun, 
Which it dulls not, thoufi^h it trouUeth, 
/Nor eclipses, though it chills ^— 
/ What unrighteous law would punish 
I Innocence with pains and death P-^ 
I But stUl, honour, thou'rt in danger, 
^ There is not an hour but may 
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Bring the crisis on : thou'rt living 
In thj sepulchre, sustained 
By a woman's breath, and treading 
On the edge of thine own grave : — 
I have now to cure thee, honour : 
First, the symptoms cleariy show 
How excessive is the danger; 
Let the first prescription be 
^0 prevent ail new infection, 
And to drive the old one forth : — 
h So the Physician of his Honour 
iThus prescribeth and ordains, 



\ 



First, the sparine diet of silence. 

To keep cool both tongue and mouth 
, iBy the gentle aid of patience. 
ij *Which doth mean, that vou apply 
' To your wife all soft enaearments, 

ELindness, fondness, friendship, Ipve, 

Flatteries too, which are a powerful 

Safeguard, that the fell disease 

May not grow the more through harshness 

For contentions and displeasures, 

Insults, jealousies, suspicions, 

As indeed they ought to do, 

Ever ^ve unto a woman 

The disease they meant to cure. 

I to-night shall seek my dwelling, 

Secretly shall enter there, 

To examine more minutely 

The disease, and while inquiring, 

To dissemble, if I can. 

This misfortune, this affliction, 

This extremity, this wrong, 

This offence, this aggravanon, 

This amazement, this delirium, 

This oppression, this affiront, 

Finally, this iealousy— * 

Jealousy! what have I uttered P 

2a2 
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Badly, madly uttered : — ^back ! 

Baek ! again into my bosom 

Ply that venom'd word ! but no ;— 

Por if it indeed be poison 

That's en^ndered m my breast — 

Since it did not kill in coming, 

It might kill in going back. 

As 'tis written of the viper, 

That it dies by its own poison 

If outside itself it meets it : — 

Said I jealousy ? Oh I said I 

Jealousy ? It is enough ! 

When, alas ! a wretched husband 

Comes to know that he is jealous, 

Science then is unavailing, 

Then remains the final cure 

To be tried, to be applied by 

The Physician of his Honour ! [_£!xit. 



SCENE IV. — THE HOUSB OP D0]?A LEONOBE. 

Unter dok abIas and doi^a leokobe. 

ABfAS. 

Do not think, fair Leonore, 
That I meant not to come nigh thee, 
Thereby meaning to deny thee 
The great debt that, o'er and o'er, 
Claims thy honour : no, I plead 
Even its magnitude, the better 
To explain why I, thy debtor 
(Not to pay the debt indeed), 
Have but now before thee come ; 
Por 'twere folly, desperation^ 
To expect such obligation 
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Could be paid hj any smn : — 
Though I cannot pajr the debt 
Of atonement that I owe thee. 
Still I venture here, to show tkee 
Mj repentance and regret* 

IiBOVOBB. 

Sefior, I must at once declare 
I feel obUged for this, though 7011^ 
In the account betwixt ua two. 
Have scarcely siaruck the balance fidr ; 
Though 70a deprived me, I eonfeas^ 
Of a fond lover that I loved, 
Still, the blessing you removed 
May have inereaoed my hiwpiness 
Since it is better lose even life— * 
Honour, fiime, and reputation, 
Than to assume the haj^bss station 
Of an abhorred and hated wife, 
I blame my destiiqf— not tiiee ;— 
*Tis true 1 &el a lasting pain, 
But then I only must oom^ain 
Of evil stars. 

This muflfe not be s 
No, beauteous Leonoie^ to take 
This &ult from me, is to remove 
The chance of teUiDg Aee llie love. 
I long hayecherishM lor thy sa)i3a. 
Then in the briefost^ amplest way 
Let me deebre, nor tboa remove aie^ ' 
That *tis thj km tiiat now acCb move lae 
To come with trembling lips to saj, 
That since I have oee as MP e d thee 
So many grieth, sosiL aotrows eos^— • 
If a spouse throofl^ aie TCo kMtr» 
Accept a hnsbaid-aow tueui^ ma 



V 
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LS090BI. 

Sefior, with reason do I feel 
The motive that compels thee now, 
At such a moment, to ayow 
The choice your flattering words reveal; 
But though I prize this act of thine, 
You will permit me to reply 
Eespectfully, Sefior, that I 
Your courteous ofier must decline ; 
For, though it were, at any time, 
An* honour, still, as you have said. 
Through you was Gutierre led 
JSo think me guilty of a crime 
/Against love's laws, and if he saw 
/ Me married unto you, this fact 
I Following the former ^ncied act 
I Would proof from mere suspicion draw. 
\ It were out wantonness to tempt 
\The censure of the world ; so mear 
The demonstration would appear 
That I deserved its deep contempt : 
No, I shall never yield the strong 
Just privilege of complaint, that they 
Who hlame me now should have to say 
I gave occasion for my wrong. 
Th^ would the guilty party fiU 
The place from which the guiltless fell — 
No one must think he acted well, 
Who as I know did act so iU. 
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This reply of yours doth prove, 

Fair Leonore, quite frivolous. 

Since though it clearly proved 'tween us 

The existence of an ancient love. 

It, at the same time, blotteth out 

The slightest shadow of a stain ; 

But see how worse you will remain 



HiB owK HovomLr 868 

If he who now thy truth doth doubt^ 
Will still doubt on, and ne'er diflcover 
The reparation that thy heart 

Refuses? 

CEOKOBB. 

^t is not the part 
Of a wise or prudent lover, 
Don Arias, to advise 
What I feel is for my ruin ; 
For, the wrong that he is doing, 
^N^aught can alter or undo ; 
Nay 'twere even worse, since he 
From doubt would rise to certainty. 
As little were it right in you 
To act thus either. 

UlliB. 

As forme, 
I, from my full confidence 
In your bosom's innocence. 
Ever satisfied will be ; 
In my life, I never knew 
Any jaundiced jealous lover 
Who in trifles could discover 
Gravest faults, when married too. 
That the Heavens did not chastiBe : — 
Gutierre, Leonore, 
Can on this point tell thee more. 
He whose overwatchful eyes, 
On a stranger's dwelling thrown, 
Could a man detect, and be 
Outraged so, had better see 
What is passing in his own* 

LEOKOBS. 

Don Arias, I cannot hear 

This falsehood or thii bold untruth-* 

Don Gutierre ia in aooth 
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The model of a cayaHer, 

One who knows on all occasions 

How to live and how to die, 

Makinff word and act comply 

With his knightly obligations. 

He, a man whose strongMbright steel. 

Whose sense of risht asnoright and strong. 

Would ne'er have Dome the slightest wrong 

From an IniSEmte of Castile ; 

If you thought by this address 

Me to flatter, and awi^en 

Base revenge, you are mistaken :— 

Nay, if I the truth confess. 

You have lost your chance of me. 

If a noble nature's token 

You possess'd, you ne'er had spoken 

In this way of your enemy ; — 

Por thougn such my indignation 

Eor his doubting me, I could 

Wash out my insult in his blood, 

A disloyal imputation 

'Gainst his honour wounds me BtUl. 

Even for vengeance, time doth tell. 

He who lovetn once and well 

Never seeks the lov'd one's ill, [ JSril. 

abIas. 
I know not what reply to make : 
In honour's schools it is confessed 
Woman's tongue can argue best, 
I'm convinced by my mistake. 
To the prince I shall direct 
Now my steps, and humbly pray 
That in his pursuits he may 
Hence some other friend select. 
Lo ! his beams the day doth bury 
Tombed within the western main. 
I shall die ere I again 
Seek the house of Gutierre. [.Srd. 
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SCENE V. — THE 6ABDEV OF DOW GUTISBBE'S 
VILLA BY mCGHT, AS IK THE 70BMEB SCENE. 
DONA MBNCIA IS SEEN BECLINING UPON A COX70H 
ASLEEP, BESIDE HEB IS A TABLE WITH A LIGHTED 
LAMP UPON IT. «)0N GUTIEBBE IS SEEN DE- 
SCENDING FBOM THE GABDEN-WALL, WHICH HB 
HAS CLIMBED* 

GT7TIEBBB. 

In the mute silence of this breathless night, 
Which fills my breast with terror and delight— 
Whose dusky shades, and glimmering stars, at strife. 
Build the dark sepulchre of human Me, 
Here to my house in secret have I come- 
Here I approach to Mencia and to home. 
No tidings of my freedom reached her ear, 
Lest (woe is me !) she should expect me here. 
I call myself, Physician of my Honour, \ 

Since I procure the cure of my dishonour. I 
And 80 1 come, my visit here to pay, ' 

At the same hour I did on yesterday, 
To see if jealousy's sharp, sudden pain 
Hath left the patient, or doth still remain. 
For this I've leapt the garden's barrier o'er, 
Lest I be seen when enterins; the door. 
On God ! what fabehood doth the whole world taint, 
That no man dare examine hicf complaint^ 
W. thout the danger of perpetual fears ! 
Badly he spoke wno saia, tne wretch has tears 
To shed for his misfortunes. 'Tis untrue 
That he who feels the jealous shaft pierce through 
His heart can e'er be silent thereupon. 
It may be, that that man has never known 
What 'twas to feel that agony of pain ; 
But knowing that, he mtut perforce complain. 
This A the place, within whose cool retreat 
She Icves at night to rest; and though the feet 



\i 
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Make no sharp echo *neath those boughs of gloom, 
Let lis tread gently. Honour, since we've come. 
For prying thus, beneath o'ershadowing leaves, 
Oft jealous men must use the step of thieves. 

[jSi? sees Mencia sleeping. 
Ah ! &irest Mencia — ah ! my gentle dove, 
Badly you meet my constancy and love ! 
Another time I will return again ; 
My honour I find well, and freed from pain. 
Now that 'tis so, it needs no other cure. 
And in its health I feel myself secure. 
But — ^not a slave attends upon her here— - 
Perhaps she watcheth for some stranger near ; — 
O, slanderous breath ! vile terror ! cruel thought I 
StiU this suspicion chains me to the spot. 
And, till by sifting it, it pass away. 
Here must my doubting footsteps lingering stay. 
The light I quench, and treading through ^e night, 

[Eximgmshes the lighU 
Come doubly blind, bereft of sense and light. 
My voice, too, sinks its usual pitch beneath ; 
And thus I whisper, with my gentlest breath — 
Mencia ! [Awakes her. 

HBVCIA.. 

My God ! Who's there ? 

GtTTIEBSB. 

My love, speak bw. 

MEKCIA. 

Who's there ? 

GTTTIEBBS. 

'Tis I. And does my life not knew ? 

MEKCIA. 

t 

Ah ! yes, my lord, no other would have dared. . , ♦. * 
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She knows me, then. What agony is spared ! 

[Ajride. 

To venture here. If any one hut yon 
Did dare so much, this hour I would imbrue 
My hands in the hot blood thaii warms his fismei 
Defending thus my honour and my name. 



Bweetly am I und 
Well' (foes he act who probes where he is griefed. 
Mencia, 
In fear. 



Oh ! joy — how sweetly am I undeeeivBdl 

Well does he act who nrobes where he is „ 

Mencia, dear Menda^ do not now* persist [JhmL 



HXiroiiu 

Howbadly, teRor, I resist 

The feeling! 

Ever in my beait shall Ii?e 

Your worth. 



Say what excuse, tium now shah gifef - 

None. 



For your highness daring to eoato ImM f 

Highneis! OhGk>d, whatwoidis.tUsli«»t • ^ 
She knows me not. I struggle omoe agahi 
With doubt, misfinrtuns^ naasrf, iad pam I 



Would'st thou a second timii bsiiold ntj dsalli f 

Think'st thou eftdi nigfal...^. . . - i :■ - .y^.'M 
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GUTISBEE, aside, 

I gasp — I faint for breath ! 

Thou canst conceal thyself? 

OTJTIESRE, aside. 
O Heavens ! 

MEKCIA, 

And by 
Extinguishing the light 

^ GUTIIBSS, a«ufe. 

Now let me die ! 

MEl^CIA. 

At my extremest peril, &om this place 
Escape before Don Gutierre's face P 

GT7TISBBE, aside. 

I doubt my own existence, since I live ; 
And that my breath her death-stroke doth not give. 
She does not chide the prince for being here : 
No coyness doth she feel, but onlv fear. 
Lest he, perchance (oh I bitter, bitter pain), 
Should be compelled to hide himself again ! 
Oh ! let my heart be firm, my hand be strong. 
To make my vengeance equal to my wrong ! 

My lord, I pray your highness to retire. 

OTTTiESBE, aside. 
Oh ! GKxl, I feel myself all rage — all fire ! 

Bisk not again your safety, I implore. 
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GunxBBB, aside. 
Who for 8ueli care bat would xetiim onoe more P 

lonroiA. 
This hour, Don Gutione I expect. 

eimxBBiy atide. 

Who would not BOW aU patieiiioe ^jiiite z^jeot P 

Ah ! only he who waits a fitting tuML 

To wreak his yengeanoe, and to punish crime I—* 

He will not come. I left him wiib to-dajr, [iflondT. 

En^ged in business. By the pabUc waiy» 

A mend of mine doth ke^ a strict look-out ^ 

He will not oomeunnoticedi do not doubt* 

Unier JAxasTA^ 
Trembling I come to see who speakeih here. 

yOESCUu 

Methinks I hear some footsteps drawing nev. 

GTTTIXBSI. 

What shall I do P 

Hnrdiu 

Jiecirey renrSy jour gnMf^ 
Not to my chamber, but aomf» otiwrplase. 

[Don ChMerre rMres to <i# AmI rfUm 

' ' ' ' •■'. 

JAGXVTA« 

My lady ! 



Th^ eool lor iiiafc tnoiUing cnpfc 
Amid these wMsperiDgbtiachsi/ IfvUto Jf^hpl^I^: 
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Blew out the lamp : you may again retire 

And bring a light. {Jaeii^a ^06$ into ika kan^. 

oiTTissss, atide. 

Enkindled in my fire ! — 
If I remain here, when the light is shown 
She must behold me, and then all is known, — 
Because then Meneia will know 
And understand my soul's overwhelming woe. 
This can not be, I must at any price 
Frerent the pang of being offended twice. 
Once by the intent, 

And once by the thought I knew, and could consent 
Her well-earned death one moment to delay. 
So I must needs dissemble in this way : — 

[He advances and eomUnues in a laud voice, 
Ho ! how is this ? What, no one from the whole 
Household attends !— — 



MSKCIA, 

Bejoice, my coward soul, 
*TiB Gutiene, not the dreaded &te 
You feared. 

GXmSBBB. 

No lamp lit yet, and it so late ! 

Snter jachtta wiih a light, dok eunxBBX 
adoamcee ae iffromtkegarden^aie. 

JAcnrTA. 
Here is the light. 

eUTIEBBB. 

Ah I Menday my dear wife ! 

MXKOIA. 

My husband! joy aadg^oiyof mjUfe! 
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OTJTissBEy aside. 

Her false caresses strike my bosom chill, 
But heart and soul we must dissemble still. 

MSKCIA. 

How did you enter, my dear lord P 

GUTISSSE. 

This key. 
Through the small garden-gate admitted me ; 
My love ! my life ! but tell me how 
You here enjoy yourself P 

I came but now 
Down to this garden, where the winds of night, 
Cooled by these fountains, have blown out the light. 

GTTTIXSSE. 

I do not wonder at it, darlinfi^ mine, 

Because the air that killed this light of thine ^ 

Was breath' d out by a zephyr wild and bold. 

And then ran circling round so icy cold 

That, of this, you need have little doubt, 

Not lights alone, but lives it could blow out. 

Had you slept then, my wife. 

Its poisoned Dreath might have destroyed your life. 

MSKOIA* 

I wish to understand you, but I find 

Tour thoughts too subtle, or too dull my mind. 

GUTIEBBB. 

Have you not seen a bumins flame expire, 
Struck by the air, and quendied before your eyes, 
Which, by the embers of another fire, 
Is soon relit, while that which lights it dies P 
Thus death and life the qvatk combustion finds, 
And 80 the flattering toDgae of wsnton winds 
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May kill the light with thee, 

And, the same moment, kindle it for me. 

MSKOIA. 

*Ti8 plain, your words two meanings must conceal. 
Can it be jealousy, my lord, you feel P 

OUTIXSEE, aside. 

Too soon my sorrows to my lips arise, — 
But then the jealous never yet were wise ; — 
Jealousy P ^ow you then what jealoiufy is P 

As the Heavens live ! I know no pang like this, — 
Eor if I could, from any reason, loiow 
What jealousy was .... 

3fEKCiA, aside, 

Alas ! bitter woe ! 

GT7TIESSE. 

If I had grounds to fancy what may be 
This phantom terror you call jealousy — 
That it were more than a mere dream of ni^ht 
That some poor slave or handmaid doth affinght, 
Whoe'er the object, I would cruelly tear 
Out bit bv bit the warm heart she doth bear ; 
Then as the quivering fragments came 
Beekinfi; with blood and hquefied in flame, 
I would the red drops as they fell. 
Drink with delight and eat the ];ieart as well ;— 7 
Nay, her very soul I forth would snatch. 
Which with a thousand wounds I would despatch, 
If spuls, by pain, can e'er be visited : — , 

Sut heavens ! what words are these my lips have 
said ? ^ 

MENCIA. 

Tou overwhelm my trembling heart with fear* 



HIS OWS HONOUE. 369 

GUTIEEEE. 

Grod ! O Gtod ! my Mencia, Mencia dear ! 
My good, my wife, — the glory of my skies ! 
Dear mistress mine, oh ! pardon by thine eyes 
This wild disorder, this strange burst of gnef, 
AYhich past conception, past all sane belief, 
A mere chimera of the brain did cause, 
INIaking my thoughts o'erleap all natural laws ; 
But by thy life, I swear to thee, my dear, 

1 still look on thee with respect and fear, 

Yes, notwithstanding this my strange offence : — 
Heavens ! how I must have oeen bereft of sense ! 

MENCIA, aside. 

Fear, terror, dread, as if with poisoned breath 
Breathe o'er my soul the pestilence of death. 

GTJTIEERE. 

I called myself Physician of my Honour. 

And in the earth shall bury my dishonour. [^Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I.— A HALL IS the eotal 

PALACE. 

Enter tlie king and his attendants, among whom is 
DON GUTIEEEE, who advances, 

GUTIEEEE. 

Pedro, the footsteps of whose throne 
Are bathed by India's sun-bright sea, 
Alone I wish to speak with thee. 

KING to his attendants^ who retire. 
Retire awhile : I am alone. 

GUTIEEEE. 

Apollo of this Spanish zone — 

2b 
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Castilian Atlas, unto thee, 

To whose strong shoulders, constantlj 

Tho mighty destiny is given 

To bear tho sapphire orb of heaven. 

The diamond globe and pearly sea, — 

To thee I come to lay the prize 

Of life before thy feet, if I 

Can ctUl that life which seems to die 

Rwh moment, stifled in my sighs — 

"Wonder not then, my lora, these eyes 

Of mine are neither cold nor dry : 

*Xis said that they whose bosoms prove 

/Worthy to feel the joys of love, 
\jv ( Or those of honour, still more deep — 

\llave the proud privilege to weep 
Their sorrows, and no man reprove : — 
Honour and love have both been mine — 
Honour which I have alwavs worn 
As Kung a noble and well \)om ; — 
And love, which lately thou didst twine 
l^ly marriage, in those bonds of thine : 
Thus rich by gain and inheritance, 
I saw my happy days advance. 
Till clouds that envied sudi a Hfe, 
ParkeuM such splendour in my wife — 
Such lustre in my confidence : — 
But now my tongue can scarce erince 
The cause ci so mudi soanow. Snce 
He asirainst wIkhu mv wron$ demands 
Justice and rigour at thy kands^ 
Is your own iMrotker — evten the pnoee ?— 
Xi^ that be may kaum, dieftd abe^ 
That outraged k»iottr in its iie 
KiK>w^ not how to pMisie or co««r, 
l^fV3l in t^ r?sal ^ront empower — 
Tv> hirjj wl^c^ fee^ tiait sacred fire 
T^ hst?^ cocxvc^ioa wiB sii&e : — 
Ax^ »> 1 1^N[^ Vy ixMT Jidriee 
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Life for my honour to procure. 
And that prevention more than etuee 
May heal the anguiah in a trice :— - 
Por if I could, before I heal it, 
Prom bad to worse increasing feel it, 
Then would my wrath, in wilder mood. 
Wash out the shamefiil stain in blood, — 
And deep within the earth conceal it :-^ 
Start not ! the blood that I shall seek, 
Must only trickle from this breast : — 
Of Don Enrique be at rest — 
On him no vengeance shall I wreak,*- 
Of that, this witness here shall speak — 
This brilliant tonmie of glittmng steel"—' 
This dagger which I now reveal,' 
Was his : ah ! judge how safe ia he, 
When even his da^;er trusts to me- 
The proud Infante of Ckastiie I 

inif0. 

Say no more, Don Outierre^ 
Por the man that Honour crowns . 
Every hour with never-vanquished 
Garlands of respect and love,— • 
Garlands that in brightness rival 
Even the rays of the son — ^may live 
Satisfied his honour 

Donot^ 
Please your suyesty, my lord. 
Make me think that yoa imaginary 
I have need to be oonadled 
Ere my own good name I cndit:^^ 
Oh! I have a wifesohmiMt^ 
Chaste and firm, she kttvea behind. 
Soman Portia and Lnentia^ 

2b2 
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Scythian Thomyris : I ask 
But precautions. 

KING. 

Still precautions 
Prove some danger threatens near ; 
"What then saw you, Gutierre ? 

OUTIEBBE. 

Nothing, since men formed as I 
Do not see — enough they fancy, — 
Droam, foreshadow, or suspect. 
Feel some instinct — some divining — 

Some I know not what to say : — 

Por no word could give the meaning 
Of what I have felt and feel — 
Feelings that resemble atoms — 
Too minute to analyze : — 
I your majesty consulted, 
•But for this one cause alone — 
To avoid a threatened evil, 
Not an actual one to cure ; 
^Had it happened, you may trust me, 
I myself would have prescribed 
Remedies, instead of asking 
Tardy cures at others' hands. 

KING. 

Since you call yourself Physician 
Of your Honour, Gutierre, 
Tell me what remedial measures 
Have you taken up to this ? 

GUTIERRE. 

Not a jealous word I've uttered 
To my wife, but every moment 
Seemed to love her more and more. 
In a sweet and peaceful villa 
Some leagues off she lately lived : 
Thinking that, perchance, the lonely 
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Place might have a sad effect, 
I to Seville moved my household. 
And she now resideth here, 
"Where she now no more need envy 
Those who share its gaieties, 
For harsh treatment and reproaches 
Are but used by common husbands — 
Who when they have told their insults 
Lose all further fear of thenu 

sura. 

The Infante hither eometh ; 

If he sees vou here, *tis certain 

That he will from that discover 

You have told me your complaints : 

But I call to mind another 

Day, when one in moumfiil accents 

Made the like complaints of thee — 

How behind some flowing curtains 

I concealed on that occasion 

Her who made me those complaints ; 

And as similar diseases 

Call for corresponding treatment^ \/ 

Let it be repeated here, 

As with you I am desinms 

Now to do what then I did ; 

But be sure let nothing tempt you 

To come forth, whatever is said* 

eUTIBSBS. 

Oh ! my lord, thus humbly bending, 

At your royal feet I kneel : 

I will be the bird depicted 

With a pebble in its bilL [OmmmA Iwut^. 

Enter the Ltfamte DOV xvsxqui. 
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Evil though the time may prove. 
Since you find me 

SKBii^n, aside. 

Oh! I tremble 

Fun of imth. 

My gracious lord ! 
Bay with whom ? what cnme compels thee ? 

icnre. 
With yoTOBelf, Infante — ^you. 

Then my life will be unhappy 
If the Bun that was its glory 
Leaves it dead in dark eclipse. 

Knro. 

Are yoD not aware, Ikuique, 

More than once a sword has washed oat 

Friyate wrongs in royal blood ? 

XlfSIQUE. 

For what end, my lord, what purpose 
Asks your majes^ ? 

KING. 

For you, 
JYou yourself, it is I ask it : 
/[Honour is a sacred place 
II Which the soul alone inhabits- 



m am not the king of souls, — 
Ravins: this I've said sufficient. 



Still I understand yon not. 

KTETCk 

If your love shows no amendment. 
From this very moment ceasing 
Vain impracticable efforts 
To obtain a certain beauty 
Whom a noble vassal's bosom 
Loves with lawful sovereign sway, 
!N^ot our mutual blood shul save you 
Prom my justice and my wrath. 

Though, my lord, your slightest precept 
Is a law your tongue impresses 
On my heart, as tf 'twere written 
In the ever-during bronse — 
Hear at least my exculpation. 
!N^ever should it be forgotten 
That a judge's equal ears 
Should be open to both partieB : — 
Yes, my lord, I loved a tody — 
For I ^ow of whom yon ^eak^-*- 
Loved her weU on alight foimdatioDr^ 
In a word, my lord, I loved lunr 
To the extent 



And what ianxnto ift^ 



If she is beyond thy reach 
True indeed, but then 



KDfCh 

BeaOant. 
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EXBIQUX. 

Will jou not, my lord, permit me 
Offer an excuse ? 

There's ncme. 
Since she is a peerless beauty 
Without blemish. 

EXBIQUS. 

Beyond doubt : 
But as time doth conquer all things, 
LoTe may triumph over alL 

God! how badly have I acted 
In concealing Gutierre ! — 
Silence ! silence ! — 

Oh I incite thee 
Not against me, knowing not 
What has driven me on to act so. 

KIKO. 

Nay, I know it all right well : — 

What a terrible position ! \_Ande. 

'Tis my right, my lord, to speak : 
Yes, I loved her when a maiden — 
Who by that is injured ? — say, — 
Ere a vassal 

OUTIEBBE, inside. 

Ah I unhappy ! 

EIJrElQTJE. 

Took this lady as his wife — 
I 
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You must not dare to tell me : 
Silence ! silence ! since I know 
You have feigned some wild chimera 
Merely to excuse thy &ult. — 
Come Infante, come In&nte, 
Let us put an end to this — 
Tell me, do you know this dagger ? 

XITBIQITB. 

On returning to the palace 
Late one ni^t, I found that I 
Had it not. 

Kizra. 

And then you know not 
Where it was that it was lost ? 

BHBIQXnB.. 

No, my lord. 



I do : 'twere easy. 
Where 'twas found to haye enstained it 
With the best blood of your breasl^ 
If he was not, he who found it, 
The most true and loyal vasaal 
Ever owned by prince or king: — 
See you not what noble vengeanoe 
Seebi the man, who thonsh ofibnded 
Thus surrenders arms ana breast? 



Do you see the gold inlayinff 
Of this dagger's sHtteting uade P 
'Tis an hierogly^ that speaketh 
Your offence ; of you it oomes 
To complain, and! moat hen it 
Take its blight steel from tiie ^bmA, 
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And look on it ; there, Enrique, 
You will see your faults. 

ENUQirX. 

My lord. 
Think, that in your wrath you treat me 
So severely, that disturbed 

Take the dagger. 

[Unriqiie takes the dagger ^ hut in his ebnfu- 
sion toounds the king's handJ] 

Ah ! what mean you. 
Traitor? 

ENBIQUE. 
I? 

KINO. 

' What ! with my blood 
Will you thus your steel ensanguine ? 
Thou, the dagger which I gave thee 
Wilt thou turn against my breast ? 
Do you then desire to kill me ? 

ENEIQTJE. 

Think, my lord, of what you say, 
So confused am I 

KINO. 

So daring 
Even to me ? — Hold ! hold, Enrique, 
Turn its point away ! — I die ! 

ENEIQUB. 

Such a mournful misconception !***• 
It is best I now retire 
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And withdraw me from thy presemie / 
Even for life, that yaat^iO/ / 

!N^e'er may form the dieaid delusiaii l 
That I meant to shed thy blood : — \ 
I a thousand tunes unhappy ! J 



Heaven defend me! whtft is thisf 

"What intolerable terror 1 

Bathed I saw me in my blood — 

Dead I seemed ! — ^What dismal fimoy 

Darkly circled me around, 

With its horror-folding phantoms, 

And with icy weight lay heayy 

On my frozen heurt and soul f— 

Grod I ask, that these bc^gimnngB 

May not come to such an end. 

That with bloody intmdaetions 

All the world be not amazed !* \JEmL 

Such a wonder is this day t — 

So made up of dread sorpriiei^ 

It is but a trifling matter 

That the king fcn^iot me here^ 

Ah! what words were those that readied me P 

But why speak then with the tongue^ 

When my wrong can be bat meaaoied 

By the miseries of my life P — 

Let me then tear up the hapless 

Eoot of so much woe at once ^— > 



* The historical reader need SBHreelr be vemiade4» tiMi 
Don Pedro's preeentimenti wm not wnbout ffood osos% he 
having been erentnalfy tliln bj tbe liaad of us half bnttar 
Henry of Trastamai»— th« Bon Xul^ns of this ~ 
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Mencia must die, and purple 
With her blood her bndal bed ! — 
And since now this fatal dagger 
Gives to me, a second time. 
The Infante, with this weapon 
Must the fatal deed be done : 

[Takes tip the dagger. 
But 'twere wrong to make it pubue, 
^^, . / Since I know that secrecy 
^ ' Ever gains the proudest conquests. 
And an outrage which is secret 
Doth demand a like revenge : 
Mencia indeed must perish, 
But the cause must not be known — 
Ere the fatal moment cometh, 
Heaven in pity take my life ! 
That I may not see the tragic 
End of so much hapless love ! — 
"Why, transparent fields of azure, 
Why reserve your lightning bolts ?— 
Is it not full time to hurl them 
Down— with burning points transfixing 
Him who'll thank thee for the stroke ? — 
Skies too tranquil and too cloudless, 
Have ye not a death to give 
To a being so unhappy r — 
Not one flash for such a wretch ? \JElxii. 
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SCENE II. — A BOOM IN DON gtjtieeee's house, 

IN SETILLE. 

Unter doxa mencia and jacinta. 

JACINTA. 

Scnora, what deep source of sadness 
Darkens thy beauty and denies thee gladness, 
That day and night you can do naught but weep ? 

MENCIA. 

The anguish that o'erwhelms me is so deep, 
So full of doubtful terror, no allusion 
Can ope this dark confusion on confusion. 
Or this phantom fear dismember: — 
Since that doleful night, if you remember, 
AVhen at our country-house re^kiing, 
I, Jacinta, unto thee confiding 
My secret troubles, came and told to thee, 
1 1 ow Don Enrique spoke but then to me, 
AVhen (I know not now my grief to tell) 
You said that that was quite impossible — 
Por at the time I said he spoke to me 
lie in another quarter spoke to thee : 
I am sad and tearful. 

Doubtful, distracted, timorous and fearful — 
Thinking it must necessarily be 
Gutierre who did speak to me. 

JACINTA. 

Could such an error happen thee without 
Thy knowing ? 

MENCIA. 

Yes, Jacinta, now I cannot doubt, — 
'Tw as night and in low whispering words he Bpoke, 
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Frightened and in confusion I awoke, 
And thinking 'twas the prince's voice I heard, 
Easily the mistake might have occurred. — 
Besides to see him smile and hear him groan, 
Joyful with me and weeping when alone, — 
The prey of troubles and dark jealousies 
Which make such fatal friendship with the eyes. 
That from them they nothing can conceal — 
All make my heart foreboding terrors feel. 

JEnter coqitik. 

COQTJIK. 

Senora. 

MENCIA. 

"Well, what message do you bear ? 

C0QT7TN. 

To tell its purports can scarcely dare, — 
Don Enrique the Infante 

MEsrciA. 

Coquin, cease — 
No more that name shall scare my bosom's peace, 
No more shall waken my scarce slumbering woe. 
So much I fear it and abhor it so. 

COQUIK. 

The message that I bear thee do not fear, 
'Tis not of love. 

MENCIA. 

In that case I shall hear ; 
Say on. 

coquis, 

Senora, the Infante — ^who 
"Was so bootlessly in love with you, 
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Had to-day a serious altercation 

With the king, his brother ; the narration 

Should you perchance demand it 

I cannot tell, as I don't understand it, — 

And if I did, among forbidden things 

With jesters, is the sacred talk of kmgs, — ■ 

This by the way : — Enrique summoned me, j 

And thus addressed me with great secrecy : — 1 

To Doiia Mencia speedily depart, \ 

And bear this message to her on my part, — ; 

Tell her that her tyrannous disdain i 

From me the favour of the king hath ta'en, 

And drives me from my native land, ) 

A mourning exile, to a foreign strand — f 

Where every hope of life shall fly, 

Since there, by Mencia hated, I shall die. 

MEKCIA. 

What ! must the prince, the favaur of the king, 
Ajid even his country, lose through me ? — a thing 
To strike the proudest reputation down ! — / 
Oh ! I shall be the babble of the town 1-^/ \ 

^Vhsit shaU I do ? O Heavens !— 

Be sure, 

]Nrv lady, it is better to prevent than cure 
This evil. 

COQTJIN. 

Yes, how can she P pray explain 

JjLCINTA. 

By asking the Infante to remain : — 
For if on thy account he leaves this place, 
As ijow is whispered, thy unjust disgrace 
Will be made public — since whate'er compela. 
A prince's absence, rumour ever tella 
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With added circumstance and sateless zest 
The why and wherefore. 

COQTJIN. 

How shall this request 
Come to his ears, if off in thought he flies 
Booted and spurred, and bearing countless sighs ? 

JACINTA. 

By my lady writing to him now 

A letter wnich will simply tell him how 

Her reputation doth require that he 

Go not away : and if brought back by thee 

"Will reach him in full time. 

MENCIA. 

Alas ! although 
To palter with one's honour is, I know, 
A dangerous experiment — to me 
The writing of this letter seems to be 
The only hopeful thing that I can do ; — 
And if an ill, the lesser ill of two, — 
If any ill of mine can be called light : — 
Both here remain, while I go in and write. 

\^She draws a curtain aside, and enters an 
adjoining apartment, !%€ curtain closes 
behind her.~\ 

JACINTA. 

Coquin, how comes it that from day to day I 

You grow more sad — you once so fight and gay ? 
Say, what can be the sudden cause of it ? 

coQirrFr. 

Why, I attempted to become a wit, 
For my misfortune, and have got all over 
A hypochondria I'll ne'er recover. 
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JAOIKTA. 

A hypochondria P and what is that P 

coQunr. 

'Tis an infirmity the sick world gat 
A year or two ago, unknown before — 
'Tis one of fashion's fevers and no more ; — 
From which, fair friend, no lady can excuse her, 
Or should she catch it not, to him who wooes her, 
She mourning comes, and says to him some day. 
Bestow a little hypochondria : — 
But my master enters now the room. 

JACnTTA. 

My God ! — I fly to tell her he has come. 

Enter now gittibeeb. 

GITTIBEEB. 

Hold ! hold, Jacinta, stay ! 

Why do you fly my presence in this way P 

JACnTTA. 

I meant but quickly to proclaim 
Unto my lady, that your lordship came 
Into the house. 

OTTTIBEBB, oMe, 

O raoe of servants ! ye 
The fostered foes of every family ! — 
They seem perplexed by my abrupt intrusion : — 
Come, tell me what's the, cause oi this confusion P 
Why would you so have fled P \To Jacinia. 

JACINTA. 

My lord, I meant to announce, as I have said, 
Your coming to my mistress. 

2o 
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OTJTIXBBE, agide. 

She doth seal 
Her lips — perchance this other may reveal 
The truth : — You Coauin, as you are aware, 
Have been my trusted servant firm and £Eiat — 
Be now obedient to my earnest prayer — 
Tell me, good G^od ! quick, tell me what has pass'd? 

caQTrra". 

My lord, I'd grieve if I but knew a tittle 
That I had learned and could reveal so little — 
Please God ! my master 

GTJTrEBBS. 

Do not speak so high : — • 
"Why were you so disturbed, when I came nigh ? 

COQUDT. 

We're easily frightened — ^both our nerves are weak. 

GiTTiEBBE, aside. 

With signs, I see them to each other speak ; 
No feeble cowardice must now be shown : — 
Both of you leave me. 

[Mceu/nt Coquin and Jacinta. 
Now we are alone, 
My honour, you and I, we now must go 
At once to end my rapture or my woe : — 
Who ever saw a grief like this arise 
That hands must kill while tears bedew the eyes ! 
[He draws the curtain^ (mdMencia is seen 
writing at a table — her hack is towards 
hi7n*~\ 
Mencia is writing ; I am driven to see 
To whom she wntes, and what the theme may be 2 
[Se advances cautiotisly and seizes the letter ; 
Mencia starts up cmd with a sttdden ex- 
clamation faints amxy.'\ 
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MENCIA. 

God ! Heaven ! assist me in my woe ! 

GITTIEBBB. 

She lies a living statue of cold snow ! — [Becuis, 

" I pray your highness" Ah ! since he is high, 

Low on the ground, my honour thou must lie ! — 

" Do not depart" No more my voice impart 

This hated prayer that he should not depart : — 
So freely now I yield me to my fate, 

1 almost thank my woes they are so great ! — 
But shall I now her senseless body slay ? ' 
No, I must act in a more cautious way — 
First all my servants I must send elsewhere. 
That then companioned only by my care 
Alone I stay : And she, my hapless wife, 
Whom moi4 than aU in my unhappy life 

I truly loved — I now desire in this 

Final farewell — ^this trembling o'er the abyss 

Of death and judgment — she should feel once more 

My care, my pity ere her life be o'er — 

ITiat latest care affection's zeal supplies, — 

That the soul die not when the body dies. 

ISe writes some lines upon the letter, which 

he places upon the tctble, and then leaves 

the apartment,'] 

MENCiA, recovering. 

Oh ! avert ! avert ! thy vengeful sword ! — 
Think me not guilty, my beloved lord, — 
For Heaven doth know that I die innocent ! 
What furious hand ! what bloody steel is bent 
To pierce my heart ! Oh ! hold ! — ^thy wrath assuage, 
Nor slay an innocent woman in thy rage ; — 
But how is this ? Ah ! me, I am alone. 
And is ho gone ? hath Q-utierre flown ? — 
Methought — and who would not have thought with 
me? 

2c2 
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Dying I sank amid a ruby sea : — 

G-od ! this fainting, wnen I gasped for breath, 
Was the foreshadow of impencung death ! — 
The illusive truth I doubt and yet believe ! — 
This letter I shall tear. [She takes up the letter. 

But ^niat do I perceive P 
Some writing of my husband placed beneath, — 

1 feel it is the sentence of my death ! [Meads, 
'* Love adores thee, but honour abhors thee ; and 

thus while one condemns thee to death, the other 
gives thee this admonition : thou hast but two hours 
to live — thou art a Christian, — save thy sotd, for as 
to thy life it is impossible." 

O God, defend me ! ho ! Jacinta, here ! 
No one replies, another fatal fear ! — 
Is there no servant waiting ? I shall know. — 
Ah ! me, the door is locked, I cannot go : 
No one in all the house appears to hear me — 
Terror and horror shuddermg come more near me ! 
These windows too are barred with iron railings. 
In vain to vacant space I utter my bewailings — 
Since underneath an outstretched garden Hes, 
Where there is none to heed my frantic cries — 
Where shall I go ? O whither shall I fly, 
G-irt by those shades of death that dsorken heart 
and eye ! [Scene closes. 
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SCENE m. — A. 8TBEBT IS BXYlUUEB. — ^VI&HT. 

MUer ike Kore and dok dibgo. 



Has Enrique then departed P 



DIXOO. 



Yes, my lord, he went this momixig } 
Forth from Seville, Z^ 



I believe, that 
With an arrogant pesnmption, 
He imadbied that he only 
Could of all the world, defy me : — 
And he went t 



I presume. 



duqo. 

To Oonfii^gra, 






I 

What! tothelnfimte \ 
The Grand-Master thereP their union ^ 
Will result in plotting Tengeaaoe ') 
Against me. ^ 

iiuea ^ ^ 

They axe your brothers : \ 
As their brother thej must love theei 
As their king they must respect- . j 

Bound by double bonds of nature i. 

To obey thee. 



AndEmniqiie 
Bringeth whom as his companiimP 
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DIEOO. 



Don Arias. 



KINO. 

His old fiiend. 



DIE 00. 

Down the street there's music sounding. 

Let us then approach it nearer; 
What is sung, perchance maj gently 
Calm my mind. 

DnSGO. 

Sweet music ever 
Is an antidote to ills. 

musigulNs «i»y toUhin. 

The Infante Don Enrique 
Took his leave of the kmg to-day : 
May God bring to a happy issue 
Both his grief and his going away. 

Knro. 

What a mournful voice ! Diego, 
At the street-end intercept them : — 
He must not escape inq^ 
Who such dark forebodings sings. 

[^Exeunt at oppotite 
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SCENE IV. — A CHAMBiB nr dok outibbsi'b 

HOUSE. AT THB BACK BOBHI IB AX AJTTl-CHAX- 
BSB, THE BISTTBAHOB TO WHICH IB OOTIBIB BT 
A CTIBTAIK. 



:EfUer DOK gftibbbb, eanduotimff kitbotioo, a 
SwryeimfWhoteefeiareiomuL 

gutiebbi. 

Enter without any fear ; 
Now 'tis time that I un&Bteii 
From your taee this needful bandage, 
And that I eoDiOeal mine own. 
[ He lootent ike hamiage §md omnoedU hit awm 
face tn Am eloak!] 

Qod preeenre me ! 

gutubbb. 

Be not fHghtenedy 
Whatsoe'er you see. 

LimOTIOO* 

llylord. 
From my house this mAt yon inw 
Forth, but Boaioely had we entered 
On the street, when with a dagnr 
Pointed at my breast^ yon fiumd ms 
Tremblingly to do thv biddbig,. 
Which was to oonoeal and oofer 
Up my eyes, and then to yidd me 
To thy gnidanoe, and Toa led me 
OnwarcTby a thonssna wbdiagB^ 
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Telling me my life depended 

On my loosening not the bandage ; — 

Thus an hour I have gone with you 

Without knowing where I wandered— 

Lost in speechless admiration 

At so senous an adventure ; — 

But now more disturbed and wondc^ring 

Do I feel, to find me standing 

In a house so richly fumishea — 

Where there seems no living inmate 

But yourself, and you, too, hiding 

Close your face within your mantle : — 

What's your wish P 

GUTISBBI. 

That you await me 
Here alone for one brief moment. 

IGoes into the anie-chamber. 

LTJDOVICO. 

What mysterious termination 
Can conclude so many wonders ? , 
God protect me ! — 
[2>(wi Gvtierre cornea forth from the chamber^ 
and draw9 the curtain aside,"] 

GtTJTIERBE, 

It is time 
That you enter here ; but listen 
Ere you do so : this bright dagger 
Will be instantly enamelled 
With the best blood of your bosom, 
If you disobey my orders ; 
Come, and look within this chamber : 
What do you see in it ? 

Lunovico. 

An image 
Of pale death — an outstretched body, 
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Which upon a bed it lying :— 
At each side a lighted candle 
And a crucifix before it, — 
Who it is I cannot say, 
As the fiEU^ is coyered orer 
Withayeiloftafeta. 

ChUTIBBXB. 

To this living cone— thia bod^ 
Which you see, yon muit give death. 

LUDOTIOO. 

What are yonr orders P 

l%at yon bleed her — 
Freely let the blood flow forth. 
Drop by drop the life-stream watdiing-^ 
Standing by ner puiple bed-aide 
Firmly through tne horrid soene^ 
Till fi?om out the little puncture 
She doth sink and bleed to death* 
Answer not, 'tis Tain and uieleea 
To attempt to moTe my pity — 
If you wish to liye, obey me. 

LU]X>TXOO. 

Oh ! my lord, such tenor thrSla me^ 
Though I hear you, I hare not 
Any strength to do tkj biddnig. 

CHJTJLIBBI* 

He who, forced by ttemeik ftfc^ 
Dares discharge so dread a doty. 
Will know how to kiU tiiee too. 

LimoTioo* 
'Tis life's instinct that oompehi me. 
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eirrnRSB. 



You do well to yield to it, 
Since the world holds many peraonB 
Who but only live to kill : — 
From this spot I can behold you — 
Ludovico, enter in. 

[Ludavieo enien the atUe-^hamber. 
This was the most subtle method 
To dissemble my affiront — 
If 'twere poison, it were easy 
To investigate the cause — 
If 'twere bv a wound — the death-mark 
Never wholly could be hid : — 
Now, her natural death relating, 
I can say, a sudden cause 
Made the bleeding necessary : 
No one can deny that statement, 
If it is quite possible 
For a band itself to loosen : — 
And to have observed the caution 
With this man that I have used. 
Was required : for if uncovered 
Here he came, and saw a woman 
Whom he was compelled to bleed — 
Then how strong were the presumption : — 
Now he cannot even say. 
If he speaks of this adventure, 
Who the woman was he bled : — 
And moreover when I bring him 
Forth some distance from mv house, 
I feel stronglv moved to kill him. 
I, Physician if my Honour, 
Mean to give it health and life 
By a bleeding — since now all things 
At the cost of blood are cured. [^iSsnt. 
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SCENE v.— THi BTBin 



Unter the Knre and BOK Dneo tU cfpo9Ue mde$. 
The 8ong is canUnuedhjf the same wricas. 

MTBioiAirey toMm. 

To Consuegra hath departed 

The Infante of CaatOe— 

Who knows what soenes may yet be acted 

Among the mountains of Micmtiel P* 



Don Diego ! 

DIBGO. 

Sire! 



'Tisoertam 

They are singing in the street ; 
Shall we not their names disoo?er P — 
Can it be the wind that speaks P 

nxBoa 

Do not deim, my lord, to notioa 
Idle songs like tiiose we hear- 
Since to anger you, no better 
Can be heara throu^ 8efille*8 



Two men are adyaaouig hither. 

* ItwMneftTtlMObiUaoflCflntHfaktiMjMvlMS^ihai 
the tragedy refiBfTtd to ia IIm pieoediif «sls loik 



DIXGO. 

True, we now can haTe an answer ; 
It to-daj may be important 
To find oat who theaie may be. 

Mmier wxs emsmmi, eomd^tetit^ litdotigo Umi^ 

fiUed aa hefore, 

emzBBBy agide. 

Ah ! that Heayen should inteifere^ 

To preTent the sme concealment 

Of my flecret's second key 

By this wretch's death !— Tis needfol 

I withdraw me firom these two — 

Nothing could be more disastrous 

Than that they should know me now, — 

Here I leare him for the present. {JExii. 

Dixeo. 

Of the two, my lord, advancing 
Hither, one has gone, and one 
Here remains. 

Yot my oonfbaion :-*- 
Since if I can trust the glimmer 
Which the pale moon dunly sheds. 
Shapeless seem its form and featoies^- 
Budely sculptured, like a bust 
Boughly cut from snow-white jasper. 

DIEGO. 

Sta]^, I pray your majesty, 
I will go to him. 

'SUSQr, 

Permit me, 
Don Diego : Man, thy name ? 
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LUDOTIOO. 

Two confusionB are the reasoli 
Why, mj lord, I cannot answer: 
First, the htunbleness of one 
In mj \ow\j station feeletii 
At conversing with his king. 

{Tiuces qfthe bandage. 
By your voice, my lord, I knew you — 
It is a light that makes yon known 
Unto every one who hears it: — 
And the second, — ^the most nov^ 
The most wonderfiii adventoie 
That the archives of the people 
Chronicle in all their annals. 



What has happened P 

LunoTioo. 

To you only 
Will I tell it — oome apart. 



Yonder wait me, Don- 

ILudoffico agpmn to addtrem ikajamg. 

Disoo, atide. 

What surprisinjB; circamstanoea 
Have I seen thu night I Iby QMl 
Draw me from its further dangen ! 

LUDOVioo, vn eonHmmaiiom to A* My. 
I saw not the £em», but only 
Heard her mid repeated sobbings 
Say, '' I die in innoeeno^— 
May Heaven aak my Ub not of jtm;** 
This she said and then OKgaaii^^ 




3r Til? m 

'n. lit* iu#BrfaBr^ 

^v ▼"Hia. lijjfiiEr 

7 1 izZiL Die lUi JAII 



▼al- — 



'.'jma BUI 's^il nt^ "vmaL 



1:11 as. *r:yr sxd lawt 



7 AA 



Dcffi DwgOy let US go. 

dugo. 
Wluit hath happened? 



KUTG. 

An occunenoe 
Btranger than perhaps the world 
Ever saw. 
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Dixeo. 

You seem dejected. 

K£SB, 

I must needs indeed be so. 

DIXGO. 

Then retire to rest : for morning 
Now beeins to shine amid 
The golden clouds. 

I hare no power 
To take rest, until I learn 
Something that I must disooTer. 

nixoo. 

Do jou not peroeiye the sun 
Bises brightlj now t your person 
Will be mown. 

Unter ooqjra. 

coQirnr. 

Although you kill me 
For my haying recognised you, 
O mj lord ! I must spesk with you. 
Hear me! 



*Tia no time fi» miriili:: 
Why this daring P tihis distmetioii P 

'Tis an honourable aotiony 

Worthy one of nobler birtii :— 

For though classed amon^ the nmnsiy 

Jesters, jokers, daft| deliruros^ 

Still, my lord, when things grow ssvioi 
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I am serious, too, at times : — 
Hear me, 'tis no idle chaff. 
But the graTest, the most deep. 
For I wish to make thee weep, 
Since I failed to make thee laugh : — 
Outierre, misinformed 
By appearances, became 
So unjust to his good j&me 
( As to doubt his wife, and wanned 
By suspicion, yesterday 
Found ner writing (sad mistake) 
A request, for honour's sake, 
To the Infante, that he'd stay 
Some days longer here, and so 
Save the breath of scandal blasting 
Her good name, by falsely casting 
Blame on her, that he should go : — 
Guilelessly, without deceit 
Asked she, as is known to me :-— 
Where she wrote it, noiselessly 
Gliding in with cowmj" " 
He, the letter selSe37^<^ mocked 
By the words whose sense he missed. 
Jealou sly went mad, dismissed 

servanis, ana then locked 
Up himself with only her :— 
I then pitying ('tis but human) 
To behold a hapless woman 
Persecuted by her star. 
Hither come, my lord, to pray thee 
That your strong and mignty arm 
Saye her from some fatal harm. 

KlSGt. 

Tell me how can I repay thee 
For this pity ? 

COQUIK. 

Never after 
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This then, claiin by act or word 
The payment of my teeth, my lord. 

This is not the time for laughter. 

coQunr. 
When then is it P 

KiKa. 

Since the day 
Now grows bright, and wdl 'tia so- 
Let US, Don Diego, go : — 
Since I thas the better may 
Tiy a plan that I devise : 
'Tis this moment to repair 
To his house, and say thsJb there 
I would change this niffht disguise : 
Being there, whate'er doth seem 
Then indeed to be the fiust, 
I shall be prepared to act 
As a king and judge supreme. 

duqo. 
Better plan was ne'er oontrired. 

While you both have thus been aiwalringy 
Here's the house that you are seeling : 
At the door we have amfed. 



Don Diego ! 

DXXGO. 



What do you see F 
2]> 
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See you not the bloody stain 
Of a hand on the door P 

niEao. 

'Tis plain. 

KiKG, aside, 

Gutierre evidently 
Is the man to whom belongs 
This night's unequalled tragedy ; 
How shall I act ? Deliberately 
Hath he satisfied his wrongs. 

JSnter do'Sa. leokobe and noss, veiled. 

LEONOBE. 

I go to Mass, before the day, 

In order to avoid the gaze 

Of people in the public ways 

Of Seville : that my sorrows may 

Be quite forgot. But Ines, why 

Stands that group yonder ? 'Tia the TCing ! 

What to this house his grace can bring ? 

TSTEB, 

Draw dose your veil till we pass by. 

That precaution is unavailing, 
Since you are known, fair Leonore. 

LEONOBE. 

My lord, I drew my thick veil o'er 
My face, that I might not be flsuling 
In my respect : to be unknown, 
Methought was your desire ; — ^if not, 
I would, my lord, upon the spot 
My life before your feet have thrown. 
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KUTG-. 



Concealment is a thinff, hj Heavem I 
Which would have rauier suited better 
Me than you : I am thy debtor 
For injured honour, having ciyen 
Thee my word, without evasion 
Or postponement to renew it ; 
Once again, I say I'll do it 
On the Teryfirrt occasion: 



DOF eiTTIBBBB, 

Why, oh ! why, unpiiying Heaveny 
Do you leave me thus despttring. 
When one flash of thy red lightning 
Could reduce me into dust t 



What is this? 

Dixeo. 

Don GhitiieRe 

Bushes frantio from his house I 



Whither goest thou, Gutisrre P 

To embrace thy feet, my l0rd^— 
Hear the most eztrraie miajCbrtmie^ 
Of all tragedies the rarest 
That man s wondering admintioii 
Ever blended with his fear. 
My beloved wife, myMenciai 
She as chaste as she was beantooiii^ 
She as fair as she was pnie— 
She whose praises time ve-edboel— 
She my Mcmcia^ whom I wonhbped 

2D2 
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With my life, my very soul — 

8aw herself this night prostrated 

By a sharp aud sudden illness, 

AV^hich, to prove that she was human 

And not all divine, attacked her : 

A physician who can boast him 

Of the highest name and fame, 

And who in the world doth merit 

Never-ending d eathless praises, 

Quick prescribed for her a Dleeding, 

As he hoped to re-establish 

By this means, the healthy action 

Of the part thus sorely threatened 

By an illness so important : — 

So 'twas done ; .for I in person 

Being the only one remaining 

In the house, called in a surgeon, 

All my servants being absent : — 

When, my lord, I went to see her. 

Hastening to her room this morning — 

(Here my tongue grows mute with sorrow ! 

Here my trembling breath doth fail me !) 

I beheld the bed empurpled 

With her blood so sadly fatal, 

And her white robe crimsoned over, — 

And in it, O Q-od ! was lying 

Cold and dead, my darling Mencia, 

Having bled to death at night ; 

Which doth prove how very easy 

Can itself a bandage open. 

But ah ! me, why thus presuming 

Strive I to reduce to language 

Such a sorrowful misfortune ? 

Turn your pitying gaze then yonder — 

There you see the sun looks bloody. 

There you see the pale moon darkened — 

Robbed of light the starry legions, 

Dark with clouds the azure skies— 
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There you see the peerless beauty 
Bom for sorrow and misfortune, 
Who that I might die while living, 
Takes my soul with her to Heaven ! 

[The door of the house U thrown open, and 

Dona Mencia is seen lying dead upon a 

cotich. 

Knro, aside. 

Wonderful occurrence ! Now 

Prudence is of utmost moment, 

Greatly will forbearance cost me ; — 

What a strange revenge is his i — 

Hide this horror so appalling — [Aloud. 

Prodigy so sadly feanul — 

Piteous spectacle of wonder — 

Hapless symbol of misfortune ! 

[The door is closed. 
Gutierre, consolation 
You require, that your bereavement, 
Which 18 great, may be atoned for 
By a gain of eaual value — ^^<^ 

Give your hana to Leonora : — ^ 

For 'ras time you satisfy the 
Debt you owe to her .so long. 
And that I fulfil my promise 
When a fit occasion offered. 
To restore her fame and honour. 

GTTTIBSBB. 

Ah ! my lord, while yet the aahes 
Of so great a fire are slowing 
With the scarce fled vital heat^ 
Let me weep my loss a little ; 
Have I not a fatal warning P 



It must be ; it is enough. 
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OirriXBBB. 

Would you wish, my lord, that scarcely 
Safe firom the howlmff storm, again 
I the angry sea should trust to r 
What shall excuse so wild an act ? 

KTBTG. 

Obedience to your King's commands. 

6UTIEBBE. 

Deign, then, to hear, my lord, in priyate 
Still stronger reasons : — 

XISB, 

These excuses 
What may they be ? 

GVTIEBBE. 

Must I re-enter 
Upon a state so full of peril ? 
What, if I find your royal brother 
Disguised at night witnin my house P 



KENa. 
Do not give faith to mere suspicion. 

GTJTIEBBE. 



I 

j And if behind the very arras 
j Of my bed, I find the dagger 
\ Of the In£ante Don Enrique ? 

^ KING. 

Eemember there are thousand servants 
In the world by gold corrupted, 
And thy better sense invoke. 
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017TIBBBB. 

How many times then must I do so^, 
K night and day I see him haunting 
The very precincts of my house P 

Complain to me : 

0TTTIEBBB. 

I 

And if complaining 
A greater grie^ by listenings hear P 

sura. 

What matter if it proves nnrealy ' 
And that her beauty stands a forlr oss, 
Ever girt round by walls of virtn6y 
'Gainst which the winds may blow in vain P 

0TTTIIBBX. 

And if, unto my home returning^ 
I find a certain letter, asking 
The Infante not to go P 



There is a remedy for all things. 

0XmiBBX« 

What! is it possible P for this (meP 



Yes, Ghitierre. 

6UTI1BB1. 

What^ inyloidf 
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KENa. 

It is your own. 

GUTIEBBB. 

What is it ? 

KING. 

Bleeding ! 

GIJTIEBEE. 

What do you say ? 

KING. 

That you had better 
Make clean the portals of your dwelling — 
A bloody hand is on your doors. 

GUTIEBBB. 

Those who exercise a calling, 

Place a scutcheon o*er their doors, 

On whose shield their arms are blazoned. 

Honour is my calling, so 

I my hand, in red blood bathed 

Placed upon my door, to show 

That the secret stains of honour 

Can be only washed in blood. 

KING. 

Q-ive your hand to Leonore, 
Since I know her many virtues 
Merit it. 

GIJTIEBBE. 

T give it, then; 
But remember it is bathed 
Still with blood, fair Leonore. 
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LEONOBE. 

'Tis no matter; that doth neither 
Wake my wonder nor my fear. 

qutubbe. 

Bemember, too, I am Physician 
Of my own Honour, and my skill 
Is not forgotten. 

LBONOBB. 

Cure with it 
My life, when deadly danger threatens. 

outubbb. 

Then, on that express condition 
I present it unto you. 

ALL THB CHABAOTIBS. 

Thus is ended the Physician 
Of his own Honour ; pray foigire 
All its many imperfections. 



END OF THE PETrSICIAir 07 HIS OWV HOHOVB. 
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NOTES. 



THE CONSTANT PRINCE. 

The exact year in which this fine tragedy was written has 
not been ascertained. The date of its composition, however, 
must be fixed earlier than the 23rd of November, 1635, on 
which day the approbation for the publication of the first 
volume of Calderon's *' Comedias" was signed by El Maestro 
Jose de Valdivielso,* the official licenser. This volume con- 
tains six full-length dramas, of which El Prvncvpe ConstamU 
is the last. Calderon was at this period in his 36th year, 
having been bom at Madrid, on the 17th of January, 1600. 
Five years however before this time (1635), that is in 1630, he 
figures in Lope de Vega's "Laurel of Apollo," among the 
crowd of poets bom in Madrid ; and in 1632, " Montalvan 
tells us that Calderon was already the author of many dramas 
which had been acted with applause ; that he had ffained 
many public prizes ; that he had written a great deal of 
lyrical verse ; and that he had begun a poem on the G^eral 
Deluge. His reputation as a poet, therefore, at the age of 
thirty-two was an enviable one, juid was fiEtft rising.'^ 

This general information of Montalvan, as given to ns by 
the able historian of Spanish literature, has been rendered 
more exact by the valuable Chronoloffioal Catalogue (the 
only one, I believe, ever attempted), which has beisn com- 
piled by Don Juan Eugenic Hartzenlmsch, and pubUshed 
by him in the fourth and last volume of his edition of Cal- 
deron. — Madrid, 1850.^ From this catalogue, it appean, 
that up to the year 1632, about fourteen dramas had been 

• An ecclesiastic of high rank, who, along with namcroos rdigloas 
works, has left two religioiu dramas, and twdre mUm, which wore 
publiKhed in one volome, in l69S. 

t Ticknor's History of Spanish Literature, voL iL p. SIS. London, 
1849. 

t This the most complete edition of Calderon's " ComeiUu** whSdi 
has ever been published, only reached me whUe this translation was 
fcoinfi: thrr)U{ch the press. It forms a portion of tiie " BibUoteca de 
AutorcH EHpanoles " now pnbUsfe^gr, by Senor Riradenmrra of Madrid. 
About twenty volumes have already appeared, and taey are most 
creditable in every way to the Spanish presa. 
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written by Calderon, including one or two in which he had 
been ariHisteil by other writcrn. The first of those {El Mtjw 
Amiijo li Muii'to), to which he contributed the third act, 
was written so early as IGIO. Calderon's portion was finished 
on the 25th of December in that year, when he wanted 
twenty-three days of completing his eleventh year .' This 
singular specimen of precocious dramatical genius is given in 
the edition before me. Three years afterwards, when he 
had reach e<l the (to him) mature age of thirteen, he found 
himself sufficiently strong as to be able to dispense with any 
extraneous assistance, and produced alone his £1 Carro dd 
CielOf San Ellas. This drama, it is to be feared, is now 
lost, although promised by Vera Tassis to be included in a 
tentli volume of his edition of Calderon's "Comedias" — 
(Madrid, 1682-01, tom. ix.), which never appeared. Of the 
twelve remaining dramas, written during or before the thirty- 
second year of his age, two are still unknown except by 
name ; but among the others are to be found three or four 
of the most popular and most celebrated in his entire col- 
lection, of which may be mentioned, La Dama Duende 
(1629), El Aatrologo Fingido (1632), and La Banda y la 
Flor (1632). This last drama, "The Scarf and the Flower," 
so popular throughout Germany, in the admirable version of 
Augustus William Schlegel, I have also selected for trans* 
lation in the present work. Between the commencement of 
1633, and the 23rd of November, 1635, about eighteen 
dramas appear to have been written, in only two or three 
of which Calderon received assistance from other writers ; 
of those "The Physician of his own Honour" (El Medico de 
8U Honra\ 1633, "The Purgatory of Saint Patrick" {El 
Purgatorio de San Patricio)^ 1635^ and "The Constant 
Prince" (El PHncipe Constante), 1635, are included in this 
translation. Of this last drama, the following opinions have 
been expressed by the ablest writers on Spanish literature : — 

"The tragedy of Don Fernando, entitled "El Principe 
Constante," displays all the lustre of Calderon's genius. The 
unities of time and place are lost sight of in the unity of the 
heroic action into which Calderon has infused the purest 
spirit of pathos, without departing firom the Spanish national 
style of heroic comedy. This trajgedy might not improperly 
be named the Portuguese Regulus." — Boutkbwek's Hittory 
qf Spanish Literature. 

^'Tlte Constant Prince, or rather The If^/lexible Prince, the 
Itegulus of Spain, is one of the most moving plays of Calde- 
ron. The Portuguese, after having driven the Moors fnan. 
the whole western coast of the Peninsula^ passed over into 
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Africa to pursue still further the enemies of their &ith. They 
undertook the conquest of Fez and Morocco. The same 
ardour led them to seek a new passage to the Indies, and 
to plant the standard of Portugal on the coast of Guinea, in 
the kingdom of Congo, at Mozambique, at Diu, at Goa, and 
Macao. John I. had conquered Ceuta. At his death he 
left several sons, all of whom wished to distinguish them- 
selves against the infidels. Edward, who succeeded him, 
sent his two brothers, in the year 1483, with a fleet, to 
attempt the conquest of Tangiers. One of these was Ferdi- 
nand, the hero of Calderon, the most valiant of princes ; the 
other was Henry, who was afterwards celebrated for his 
assiduous efforts in exploring the sea of Guinea, in order to 
discover the passage to the Indies. Their expedition is the 
subject of this tragedy." — SlSMONDl's LUercUure of Ute S(mth 
of Europe. 

''Other dramas of Calderon rely for their success on a high 
sense of loyalty, with little or no admixture of love or 
jealousy. The most prominent of these is *The Firm-hearted 
Prince.' Its plot is founded on the expedition against the 
IMoors in Africa, by the Portuguese Infante Don Ferdinand, 
in 1438, which ended with the total defeat of the invaders, 
before Tangier, and the captivity of the prince himself, who 
died in a miserable bondage in 1443 ; — his very bones rest- 
ing f<tr thirty years among the misbelievers, till they were at 
last brought home to Lisbon and buried with reverence, as 
those of a Haint and martyr. This story, Calderon found in 
thi' old niid beautiful Portuguese chronicles of Joam Alvares 
and Kuy de Pina ; but he makes the sufferings of the prince 
voluntary, thus adding to Ferdinand's character the self- 
devotion of Regulus, and so fitting it to be the subject of a 
deep tragedy, founded on the honour of a Christian patriot."* 
— Ticknou'h JJiatory of Spanish Literature, vol. ii. p. 349. 
London, 1810. 

* Tlu' story of Don Ferdinand is also told In Mariana (Historia, 
torn. ii. p. lUT), . Hut the principal resource of Calderon was, no 
doubt, a life of the Infante, by his faithful friend and follower, Joam 
Alvarrs, tirst printed in 1527, of which an abstract, with longf passages 
from the original, may he found in the " Leben des Standhaften 
l*rin/.eii." Herlin, iMj;,' 8vo. To these may be added, for the illostra- 
tionof tlie " FriMcii)eConRtante,"atractbyJ.8chubce, entitled ** Ueber 
(kii stain Ihaften Prinzen," printed at Weimar, 1811, 13mo., at a time 
wtu II Sehle<rers translation of that drama, brought out under the 
auspices ot (ioet)ie, was in the midst of its saccess on the Weimar 
staire ; the part o^, Don Ferdinand being acted with great power by 
Wolf. Sehul/e is quite extravagant in his estimate of the poetical 
worth of the" Prinei]>eC.'unt»tante,"placingitbytbe8ideof the "Divina 
Comedia:" hut he) discusses skilfully its merits as an acting drama, 
and explain:} in part its historical elements. — Ibid. vol. H. p. 949, note. 
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The lyrical beauty of this drama has been very much ad- 
mired. In addition to the opinion of Boaterwek, as to the 
poetic merit of the opening soene of the first act (already 
quoted as a foot-note to the text), it may be mentioned, that 
a liTing Spanish writer, who has made the lyrical character 
of Calderon's poetry his peculiar study, has prononnoed the 
■onnet spoken oy Fernando towards the end of the second act» 
as one of the most beautiful in the language. This sonnet, 
as well as the corresponding one spoken by the PrincesB 
Pheniz in reply, are given by Bouterwek among his most 
fkyourable specimens, being, as he says, " so beautifol and 
io perfectly in Calderon's s^le." I give them both here^ as 
well as the remark of the Spanish writer, to whom I have 
idluded, as to the first. 

« Entre las comparaciones numerosas que se encuentran 
en Galderon, nos parece preferible la del siguiente soneto, xmo 
de los;mas hermosas de nuestra lengua, y acaso el mejor 
acabado, por la valentia del pensamiento finaL 

'* Estas, que faeron pompa y alegria, 
Despertando al abor de la mafiana, 
A la tarde ser^n lastima vana, 
Durmiendo en brazos de la noche fria. 

" Este matiz que al cielo desafia, 
Iris listado de oro, nieve y gnjjA, 
Ser^ escarmiento de la vida humana : 
Tanto se emprende en termino de un dia ! 

** A florecer las rosas madrugaron, 
Y para envejecerse florecieron : 
Cuna y sepmcro en un boton hallaron. 

** Tales los hombres bus fortunas vieron : 
En un dia nacieron y espiraron ; 
Que pasados los siglos, horas faeron." 

Don Albebto Libta : De CcUderon, connderado 
como poeto lirico, Revista de Madrid, Tamo 
iu. Madrid, 1839. 

The corresponding sonnet spoken by Pheniz is as fi>l- 
lows : — 

'' Esos rasgos de luz, esas oentellas 
Que cobran con amagos superiores 
Alimentos del sol en resplandores, 
Aquello viven que se duelen delhus. 

** Flores noctumas son ; aimque tan bellas, 
Efimeras padecen bus ardores ; 
Pues si un dia es el siglo de las flores 
Una noche es la edad de las estrellas. 
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** Da esa pues primavera Aigitiya 
Ya nuestro mal, ya nuestro bien se infiere : 
Registro es nuestro, 6 muera el sol 6 viva. 

"Que duraoion habr^ que el hombre espere ? 
O qu6 mudanza habr^ que no reciba 
De astro, que cada noche nace j muere ? ** 

In addition to the German version of Schlegel (Spanisches 
Theater, Leipsig, 1845, ii. Band, p. 123), it may be men- 
tioned, that El Principe ConstamU has been translated into 
French, by M. Damas Hinard, in his '*Chef-d*(EnvTe8 du 
Th^tre Espagnol.— Calderon, 3feme s^rie." 



THE SECRET IN WORDS. 

This comedy (El Secreto a Voces), according to the CcUa- 
logo Cronologico of Don Juan Hartzenbusch, was written in 
1662. In a co temporary publication it is cited as having 
formed a portion of the festivals held in the Royal Convent 
of San Francisco, of Granada, on the day of the Conception 
of our Lady in that year. — Granada, 1662. 

The plot is supposed to have been suggested to Calderon 
by the A mar por Arte Mayor of Tirso [de Molina, to which 
however his drama is very superior in execution as well ai 
plan. It was imitated and adapted to the Italian stagey by 
the celebrated Venetian poet Carlo Goszi, under the title 
of // Puhblico Secreto, and has been introduced into modem 
French comedy, by the name of Le OarU et VEwmtaU, An 
excellent translation into Grerman has been given by J. D. 
Gries, in the second volume of his "Schauspiele von Don 
Pedro Calderon de U Barca."— (Berlin, 1840, 8 tom.) A 
French version, in prose, is also given by M. Damas Hiiiard, 
in the third volume or series of his Calderon. The little stoiy 
which, with the freedom of the ^fracioio, Fabio tells Fleridain 
the second scene of the second act, will remind the reader of 
the Hoiig, sung by Mephistopheles, in Auerbaoh's cellar, in 
LeipHig, commencing "There was once upon a time a Ung 
who had a great flea," &c.— See Ha^ward's Fkust, 4tE 
ed. p. 64. T^e resemblance is too strikmg to be accidental, 
and Goethe was probably indebted to Fabio for the idea, 
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which it must be confeBsed he has Dot improTed, ai there is 
fiur more archness in the Spanish than in the German vernoQ. 

Sisniondi calls The Secret in Words ** one of the most beau- 
tiful and engaging of Colderon's comedies of intrigue. The 
scene is laid in l^arma, which is described in so partioiilar a 
manner, that we cannot doubt, that the author resided in this 
city during his campaigns in Italy, and that he had the 
scenery fresh in his recollection." — Uistory of the LUeraimt 
of the i<ouih of Europe, truncated hyRoscoe, fiohn's ed. yoL iL 
p. 880. 

** In Calderon's Comedicu de Capa y Eapada,** says Boa- 
terwek, "the plots are usually of so complicated a nature, 
that no reader except a Spaniard habituated to this sort (rf 
mental exercise, can, on a first perusal, seize and follow the 
various threads of the intrigue. By an ingenious entangle- 
ment of incidents, the principal characters of the piece are 
repeatedly plunged from one unexpected embarrassment into 
another. Calderon particularly excelled in the aocmnnla- 
lation of surprises, in connecting one difficult situation with 
another, and in maintaining undiminished the strongly ex- 
cited interest to the close of the piece." — History of Spamitk 
Literature, translated by Thohasina Ross. Bogue's ed. 
p. 360. 

" Comedy is his forte : in it his true poetic genius dis- 
plays all its vigour. And his comic view of life is in all 
essential respects the same as Shakespeare's. Here, as aikeady 
remarked, this view of the vanity of earthly life holds infoU 
validity. Just as in Shakespeare's, so in Calderon's oomedies, 
the threads of the plot are woven together into what seems 
an indissoluble knot, by the caprice or weakness, perversity, 
and especially the passionate susceptibility, of the acting per- 
sonages on the one hand ; and on the other, by the singulai: 
but accidental shapes which relations and circumstances 
assume ; while this tangle is by the same instrumentality 
imravelled against the expectation and will, and without tiie 
knowledge of the parties themselves ; and in this manner the 
vanity of human life — ^vain, so far as it is governed by sudi 
influences — is made to produce a right, and good and happy 
result. I shall dispense with the trouble of illustrating by 
examples this definition of comedy : its justness is univer^ 
sally apparent, and I am content with calling attention to 
the above-named comedies. Of these, * The Secret in Words' 
is one of the most amusing, polished, and ingenious comedies 
that I know ot" — Shakespeare* s Dramatic Art, and his rda- 
tion to Calderon and Goethe, irandated from the Qerman of 
Dr. Hebmann Ulkici. London, 1846, p. 493. 
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THE PHYSICIAN OF HIS OWN HONOUR. 

Don Juan Habtzenbusch assigns this tragedy {M Medico 
de 8u ffonra) to the year 1633 ; as, according to the Index 
of Don Juan Isidro Fajardo, it was first printed at Barcelona 
in that year, among a collection of pieces by Lope de Veea, 
to whom it was attributed. — Comedicu de Calderon, tome iv. 
p. 669. 

The same erudite editor considers that the idea of the 
drama was suggested to Calderon by a casual reading of a 
Comedia, by Claramonte, called De esta agua no heberi. The 
personages, he says, are nearly alike, but the characters are 
differently conceived and sustained, or are totally opposite. 
M. Damad Hinard has also pointed out another drama to 
which Calderon was under some obligation in the composi' 
tion of " The Physician of his own Honour/' It is the Zdoao 
Prvdente of Tirso de Molina, which, along with presenting 
some general analogy to Galderon's tragedy, has sugeested a 
few of the minor details of the piece, and in particuW, the 
fine monologue of Don Gutierre in the third scene of the 
second act. In availing himself occasionally of the labourg 
of his predecessors, Calderon did no more (indeed, consider- 
ing the quantity of his writings, he has done less) than either 
Shakspeare or Moliere did under similiar circumstuioefl : 
and his French translator in defending him firom any chaige 
of unjustifiably appropriating to himself the literary pro- 
perty of others, says with truth, that Calderon could have 
adopted the proud confession of Moliere, and oould have 
said with him, ** Je prends mon bien oil je le troave."— 
Thidtre Espagnd , Caldbron, \re B^rie, p. 74. 

The same writer, in the notice prefixed to his traiulatioii 
of thifl drama (the poetical exuberance of which, aooording 
to a compatriot,* he has considerably dilated), alludioffto 
the exaggerated sense of hononr on which it is fonnded, 
Rays very truly, — " One would be tempted to believe that 
Scblegel had this particular drama in view, when, in his 
eloquent eulogium on Calderon, he wrote the following re- 
markable lines : 'I know no apter symbol of the tender len* 

* Monsieur HippoUto Lacas, the preftM» of whose imitation otBl 
Mrdico de tu Honra is oooted in the SoUu 9 IhutraeUmet to the 
edition of Calderon. by Hartienlmsch so fteqiindgr letoii e d to.-» 
Madrid, 1S50, torn. iv. p. 710. 

2s 
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tibility with which Calderon represents tho sentiineiit of 
honour, than the &ble of the ermine, which is aaid to priie 
■o hiffhly the whiteneMS of its fiir, that rather than stain it 
in flight, it at once yields itself up to the hunters and to 
death.* — This comparison/' continues M. Damaa Hinard, 
*' so ingenious and so exquisite, adapts itself with stiikmg 
justice to the Physician of his own Honour, who ayenges 
himself as it were by anticipation of the possibility of an oat> 
rage which he fears.'* 

This yicw, however, does not satisfy the modom editor of 
Calderon, nor will it satidfy any of his modem readers. Eren 
in Spain, the utter absurdity and £&lsity of the ancient codes of 
loyalty and of honour have become apparent, as in other parti 
of the world. ** When the sentiment of honour," says Sefior 
Hartzenbuacb, "conducts to inhumanity and barbarousnesB ; 
when the si*ntiment of loyalty leads to servility and biiae* 
ness, thcHC noble impulses lose their original character aiul 
degenerate into criminal abuses : it is barbarousness to kill 
an innocent wife — it is baseness to respect a guil^ prince: 
Mencia shoultl not have paid the penalty of Enrique s crime." 
— {Notas e Iltutraciones.) This sentence is the sentence of 
justice and of truth : but its weight presses more upon the 
character of the age than of the poet. That Calderon could 
occasionally rise above some of the strongest prejudices of 
his time, is apparent from the evident sympathy for the per- 
secuted Moors, which he exhibits in Amor deapues de la 
AfuertCy and his senHe of individual right in El Alcalde de 
Zalanua. I cannot better conclude the brief annotations 
which I have thought it my duty to make to the .dramas 
contained in the present volume, than by quoting the admi* 
rable remarks of the historian of Spanish literature in re- 
ference to the class of tragedies, of which "The Physician of 
his own Honour" is a conspicuous example. Speaking of the 
dramatic interest which, though totally different firom that 
which most readers of the British drama are familiar with, 
they unquestionably possess, he says, "No doubt, this is 
not the dramatic interest to which we are most accustomed, 
and which we most value. But still it is a dramatic interest^ 
and dramatic effects are produced by it. We are not to judge 
Calderon by the example of Shakspeare, any more than we 
are to judge Shakspeare by the example of Sophocles. The 
' Arabian Nights' are not the less brilliant because the ad- 
mirable practical fictions of Miss Edgeworth are so different. 
The gallant audiences of Madrid stiU give the full measure 
of an intelligent admiration to the dramas of Calderon, as 
their f&thers did : and even the poor Alguadl, who sat as h, 
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